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INTRODUCTION 

TO 

LOVE AFTER DEATH. 



Ebom the time that Spain had been liberated 
from the Moonsh yoke by Ferdinand and Isabella, 
the descendants of the Arabs had continued to live 
upon the same soil as their conquerors, and in its 
most favoured portion, until the 1st of January, 
1567, when the edict of Philip II., which had for 
its object the extirpation of all Moorish customs, 
was published at Granada. This edict, which was 
strenuously opposed by the Duke of Alva himself, 
was quite m feepiDg with the absolute spirit and 
violent character of the king. It containeo, against 
the Moors, conditions of the utmost severity ; not 
only those which Calderon has particularized in 
the first act of this play, such as the prohibition of 
the Moorish language, the preventing the Moors 
&om entering the public baths, and &om using silk 
in their dresses ; but others, which were still more 
intolerable to the. feelings of that people ; namely, 
the preventing the Moorish women from appearing 
veiled in the public streets, and the compelling 
their houses to remain open during the celebration 
of their religious festivals. On the promulgation 
of the edict, the principal Moors of G-ranada, and 
of the entire kingdom, sent addresses and petitions 
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to the president, to the captain-general, and to the 
king ; but all in vain. Every d^y they saw them- 
selves exposed to every species of insulting and 
vexatious annoyance ; until at length they resolved 
to have recourse to arms— an extreme step, on 
which, however, their brethren of the humbler 
classes had already decided. They employed nearly 
two years in preparations, and at length, in the 
month of December, 1568, the insurrection burst 
out in the Alpujarra.* At first the insurgents had 
the advantage, but towards the end of 1570, 
divisions having arisen amongst them, they were 
defeated, and a general amnesty being then offered 
by the conquerors, the insurrection was finally put 
down. 

It is on a very affecting incident, to which this 
struggle gave rise, that Calderon has founded 
the following drama. This incident is related at 
some length, and with much feeling, in the History 
of the Civil Wars of Granada, hy Qines Perez de 
Hyta;'\ and what renders the narrative still more 
interesting is the fact, that the historian received 
it from the lips of the hero himself.J It may be 
curious to compare the dramatic with the histori- 
cal version of the story, and I therefore give Qines 
JPerez^s account with some abridgment. After 
describing the taking and destruction of Galera, 
which took place in the January of 1570, he 
continues : — 

The news of this event flew rapidly over the 
entire of Spain, and reached Algiers at the very 
moment when Ochali, the king of that place, was 

* The Alpvjarra is a chain of mountains situated in the 
kingdom of Granada. 

+ Qv^rroa Civiles de Granada, Pot Oines Perez de Hyta. 
Paris : Baudry, 1847. 

t Page 432. 
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aboat despatching an army of 2,000 men to the 
assistance of the insurgents in the Alpajarra. But 
so disheartened was he by the capture of so strong 
a fortress as Gkdera, that he abandoned his project 
altogether. No one trembled more at the intelli- 
gence than did the Captain Malec ;* for at that 
time his young and beautiful sister Maleca was 
residing at Qalera, on a visit with some of her 
relatiyes, and it was rumoured that she, with many 
other women, had been slain in the assault. It was 
stated that her beauty was of the highest order, 
so much so, that it was celebrated, and universally 
praised, all through the kingdom of Granada. 

It was in Purchena that the Captain Malec 
learned intelligence of these events. He was 
greatly afflicted, and commenced seeking some one 
who would go secretly to Galera to learn the fate 
of his sister — to discover her body among the corses 
of those who were slain, if she were dead, or the 
place of her captivity, if she had been made a 
prisoner. 

A Moorish youth, who loved her much, who had 
been her suitor for many years, and who ambi- 
tioned to be the brother-in-law of Malec, said 
that he would go to Galera, and bring back intelH- 
gence of the certain fate of Maleca. His intention 
was, in case of the beautiful Moor being a captive, 
to go and throw himself at the feet of Don John 
of Austria, to implore of him to receive ransom for 
his beloved, and then, having married her, to settle 
at Huescar, or to depart with her into Murcia, 
where thej would live together. "With this design 
he took his leave of Malec, and having mounted a 



* In Perez de Hyta, the name is Malek, and that of his 
sister is Maleha. In Calderon, they are Malec and Maleca, 
Caideron also makes McUeca the daughter, and not the sister 
otMOfkc, 
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mettlesome steed, took the road to Galera. Having 
arrived at Orca, he found it completely deserted ; 
but, nevertheless, he entered a house which he 
knew, and where he secured his horse. Towards 
the middle of the night, and in the midst of in- 
cessant rain, he entered Ghdera, where he was 
overwhelmed with consternation at the ruin and 
the devastation which he beheld. At every step 
his feet stumbled against a human body, and his 
eyes were bewildered by the changes which the 
city had undergone ; and thus he was compelled to 
await the light of day to discover the house in 
which his mistress resided, although he knew it 
well. He spent the night in an intrenchment, but 
was unable to close his eyes even for a moment, as 
well from the torments of his imagination as &om 
the mournful howHngs of the dogs and other 
animals, which seemed to lament his misfortune 
in the cries which they uttered for the loss of their 
masters. At break of dawn the courageous Moor 
sought a position from which he could descry the 
entire camp of Don John, and was astonished at its 
immense extent, and then returned to search for 
the house in which his mistress had lived. Upon 
entering the court-yard he found many Moorish 
men lymg dead, and a little further on, many 
Moorish women also dead, among whom he soon 
discovered the beautiful and lost Maleca, whose 
image was stamped upon his heart. Although she 
was dead three days, she was still as beautiful as 
when she waa living, except for the extreme pale- 
ness of her face, which was occasioned by the loss 
of so much blood. The beautiful Maleca was in 
her under-dress, which indicated that the Christian 
who had slain her possessed at least some little 
nobility of soul, since, although he had deprived 
her of the outer one, he had left her this, which 
was very rich, and worked with green silk, after the 



nrTBOBxrcTioir. xi 

custom of the Moon. After the taking of the cit^, 
the victors had retired at nightfall, and the ram 
and snow had been so incessant during the follow- 
ing day, that they had not returned to destroy the 
fortifications, according to the orders of Don John. 
It was for this reason that the body of Maleca 
remained thus in her bloody garment. She had re- 
ceived two wounds, both in the breast ; and it was 
a spectacle worthy of the greatest compassion, to 
see so much beauty treated with so much barbarity. 
When the Moor saw and recognised his lad^, 
oppressed with great grief of heart, he took her m 
his arms, and pouring forth a torrent of tears, he 
kissed her a thousand times upon her cold mouth, 
and said, " My delight ! hope of my consolation ! 
I did not think, even at the end of the seven long 
years that I have served you, to have the glory of 
joining my lips to ]^ours, cold though they be, and 
with their beauty triumphed over by death. Cruel 
Christian ! how had you the courage to snatch her 
from the world P Didst thou ever experience the 
blessedness of love ? — Hast thou ever Known what 
a beautiful woman was P If you did not, I do not 
wonder at the brutal cruelty of this action ; but if 
you did, why did vou not recall to mind the object 
of your affection ? Tou might have seen her pic- 
ture mirrored in the eyes of this most beautiful 
lady, which would have turned your furious hand 
from inflicting these mortal wounds. If, by chance, 
a Moor had wounded or offended you, at a favour- 
able opportunity you might have revenged the 
wrong upon him. But how did an angel merit 
this punishment, she who was made to be but the 
object of adoration P Do you think, wretch, that 
the glory of a general, when he triumphs over his 
enemy, is to murder a beauty, than which none 
greater was ever seen in the kmgdom of G-ranada ? 
Ah ! badly have you thought, and worse have you 
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acted, since your cruelty has slain her whose eyes 
gave life and death, and on whose glances a thou- 
sand souls hung suspended ! Say, yillain, instead 
of killing her, why were you not ambitious of the 
greater glory of making her a captive, whose beauty 
has captivated so many ? I would have gone to 
seek her : instead of one slave, you would have 
two ; for as such I would have served you, deliver-* 
ing myself into your hands ! Badly have you acted, 
Christian ; but I swear to you, by the soul of her 
who was my happiness, to seek you wherever you 
may be, and to pay you the guerdon your villanous 
hand has merited." The Moor having thus given 
a free vent to his grief, and having embraced and 
kissed his dead mistress a thousand times, resolved 
to await the darkness of the night, in order to con- 
vey the body away to the valley of the Almanzora ; 
but seeing the difficulty of executing this project, 
he changed his intention, and determined to bury 
her where she lay. 

And, taking a piece of charcoal, he inscribed, in 
the Arabic language, upon the white wall that 
stood near, the following epitaph : — 

Here the fair Malecs lies, 

yictim of the foulest murder ; 
With a thousand tears and sighs, 

I, her lover, have interred her. 
For she was my life of life — 
My dream 1 my joy ! my virgin wife! 
A coward wretch— a Christian hound. 

Slew this wonder of the land : 
Him I'll seek the whole earth round, 

Until he dies beneath my hand. 

Tuzani, for so was the Moor called, having finished 
the foregoing epitaph, took his departure from Gfalera, 
and returned to Purchena without being discovered. 
He there related to Malec all that he had seen — 
of the great slaughter of the Moors — of the num.- 
ber of Moorish women and children he had seen 



iHTBODircTioir. xm 

lying dead in the streets and houses ; and how he 
had discovered the bodj of his beautiful sister, and 
had given it burial. At which Malec was deeply 
afflicted, weeping bitterly the loss of his beloved 
Maleca, as is described in the following Bomance : — 

In Porchena Maleo waitath, gates are cloeed, portooUii down, 
Iionging to obtain some tiduiKS from Galera's leaffaered town. 
And one daj amid his eoonoiij formed of men j a Jioonsh chief, 
ThaB with sighs proelaimed his wishea-^thos expressed his bosom's grief. 



" Much I long to know the tidings from Gslera's leagnered town, 
Whether its strong walls are standing, or hare tumblM headlong down. 
I will me, as vdfe, mr sister, she the beantifU and small. 
Unto Aim who seeks Oalera, and retoming tells me alL 

** If 'tis taken, or not taken— if 'tis hopeful, or appalled. 
For within it dwells mj sister, she who is M aleca called — 
She, of all Oranada's maidens, fairest, brightest, gentlest one. 
There is Tisiting her kindred— would to heaven she ne'er had gone !" 

Then a Moorish youth adTanoing, spoke with rapture in his ejes, 
** I will go upon this journey for so great and fair a prise. 
Seven lone ^ears I've wooed thj sister, with a fond and faithAil love— 
Ah I how faithful and how tender, let this hidden picture prove 1*' 

Then from out his breast the picture forth with trembling hands he 

drew. 
And the fair face of the maiden flashed upon the gazer's view — 
Flashed, as doth the star of evening through the rosr twilight skies. 
With the beauty, and the candour, and Um magic of her eyes ! 

And the Moorish youth retiring, waited for the dawn of day. 
Then from out Purchena sallied, on a steed of dapple.greT. 
On his feet were yellow buskins, all with silken sandals twined. 
Shield and spear he bore before him, and a short sword hong behind. 

And a firelock hung suspended frx>m his rij'ht-hand saddle-bow, 
Which the Moor, in fair Valencia, learned to manage long ago. 
Forth along the wild Sierra, through the dusk he wandered uience. 
Fearing not the Christian forces, now that Love is his defence. 

When at length the sun had risen o'er the morning vapours damp. 
In the fields about Huescar he beholds the Christian camp. 
For the night he waits in Orca, there conceals his dapple-grey. 
And throng^ darkness to Galera by a footpath takes his way. 

From ike clouds the rain was falling— fi^m the heavens the snow came 

dovm, 
Li the pitchy dark of midnight he did reach the fated town : 
Buinedwalls were strewn around him, bloody corses strew'd tne ground. 
And the house of his Maleca cannot in the dusk be found. 

Oh ! the anguish of that moment 1 Oh 1 the bitterness to wait 
Till the slow-returning daylight would reveal the dear one's fate. 
Is she dead ? or rudely captured by some ruffian soldier horde ? 
Bh», tile beautiful and gentle — she, the worshipped and adored I 
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"When at kngtli tl&e damn of monuBf gfinuMred ttmrngli ths lonelj 

street. 
To the house of his beloved turned the Moor his trembfing foot ; 
In the oonrt-jard Moorish corses, men and w<mien, blocked the mj. 
And oh I bitter, bitter sorrow I there the fsir Maleo Uy : — 

Like ft lilj in ft gazknd twined of dusky ftotomn flowers^ 
Uke ft silTer beech-tree shining in the midst of gnaried bowers — 
Like the yonng moon's pearly crescent, seen b^de ft rain-filled dood, 
Thos the fair, the dead M>lecft> Ifty aoud the swarthy crowd! 

Then the Moor, with tears down ponring for this foulest crime of crimes^ 
Pressed her in his sad embraces, kissed her lips a thousand times — 
Cried alood, " Oh ! cruel Christiftn, thou who quenched this beanteoos 

sun, 
Deariy, dearly, by Mohammed, shslt thou pfty for what thou'st done." 

Then he hollowed out the narrow house, where all that lire must dwell. 
Piled the cold earth on her boeom, took his long, his last fiurewell. 
Smoothed the ground around, lest prying eyes the new-made graye 

might trace. 
Then inscribed their names together on the white waUs of the place. 

From that moumfbl scene departing, slowly, sadly turned the Moor, 
Found his steed again at Orca, pasMd unnoticed and secure. 
Beached Pnrchena, when to Maleo he revealed his tsle of pain. 
How he found GkJera tftken, nnd his bcftuteous sistw slain. 

Tuzani was a native of Cantoria, and possessed 
peat courage and spirit. Being from liis ebild- 
nood brought up in a family of old Christians, he 
spoke the Spanish language so perfectly that none 
would suppose him to have been a Moor. Eesolved 
on seeking revenge for the death of his mistress, he 
quitted the valley of the Almanzora in the dress of 
a Christian soldier, with his good sword by his side, 
and his matchlock on his shoulder, of which he had 
learned the use at Valencia and other places. 
Leaving Purchena, and carrying with him pass- 
ports from Malec, lest any of the Moors might 
obstruct him on the journey, he arrived at Baza, 
and went from thence to the camp of Don John, 
where he enlisted in the regiment of Naples. 

In this capacity he always nreserved in his 
memory a recollection of the deatn of the beautiful 
Maleca. The portrait of his mistress never quitted 
his bosom, and he never ceased to think of the 
vengeance he had vowed. In order to discover the 
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Christian who had killed her, he minded con- 
tstantlj among the soldiers, and when he saw a 
number of them assembled together, he imme- 
diately joined them, and endeavoured as soon as 
possible to turn the conversation upon the storm- 
ing of G-alera. "Certainly, comrades," said he, 
** there was never a more brilliant action than that, 
nor was there ever a greater slaughter of Moors. 
For my own part, I confess that I killed more 
than forty of the most beautiful women in the 
place, not to talk of the men and the children, who 
were still more numerous.'* And thereupon, the 
soldiers, according to their custom, began to vie 
with each other in detailing the numbers they had 
killed, and the plunder they had gained. One day 
that he had resorted to this stratagem, for the pur- 

Eose of obtaining information, a soldier answered 
im in these words, " If you, sefior soldier, have 
killed so many in the storming of GhJera, without 
having compassion on the women and children, 
you must certainly have a hard and flinty heart, 
for, after all, it is a sad and mournful action to kill 
a woman, particularly if she be beautiful. Why 
punish these unfortimate creatures for the crimes 
that men commit ? As for me, I have killed but 
one, and it grieved me to the soul, particularlv 
when I learned from other women who escapea, 
that she whom I had slain was sister to the Captain 
Malec, of Purchena. And, indeed, it was evident 
that she was a woman of rank from her dress, her 
bracelets, and her ear-rings, which I took away 
after her death ; I only left her her under-garment, 
although it was not less rich than the others, in 
order that she should not remain entirely naked. 
It was broidered with green silk. Other soldiers 
wished to despoil her of it, but I prevented them. 
The regret that I felt for having killed her was very 
great, because she was one of the most beautiful 
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women I had ever. seen. All those who saw her 
loaded me with maledictions, saying, ' A curse on 
the yillanous soldier who did this deed, and who 
thus deprived the world of so much beauty ! Many 
persons, both common soldiers and captains, came 

Eurposely to see her, and one would say, ' I would 
ave given five hundred ducats for her,' and another 
would say, * I would have presented her to the 
king as one of the most precious gifts in the world;' 
for, indeed, to behold her thus lying upon the 
ground, in that broidered chemise, and with her 
beauteous hair scattered over her breast like threads 
of gold, she seemed more like a beautiful angel than 
a woman ; and the fame of her beauty became so 
extended, that a celebrated painter who is here in 
the camp, in the company of Don Bertrand de la 
Pena, spent an entire day in painting her portrait, 
which is so good a likeness, that one is enchanted at 
beholding it, and is so prized, that the painter re- 
jected an offer of three hundred ducats for it, as if 
they were three hundred maravedis. For all which 
reasons I feel the greatest grief and sorrow for what 
I have done, and always bear about with me the 
recollection of this unfortunate Moor." 

Tuzani had been very attentive to the recital of 
the Christian. He recognised at once that it was he 
who was the assassin of the beautiful Maleca. 
Every expression that issued from his mouth in 
praise of her beauty, went like a dagger to his 
heart, and he suffered so much from Hstening to 
the mournful tragedy, that his paleness became so 
excessive as to be noticed by the soldiers. Making 
some excuse, he asked the soldier whether h^ 
still retained any of the jewels which the Moor 
had worn. " Nothing remains," said he, " but a 
pair of ear-rings, and another ring, which I took 
from her finger ; I sold all the rest in Baza for 
want of money, and I will sell them now to any 
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one who desires them, Yery willinglj, in order to 
try my fortune at the gaming-table with the 
price." " I will purchase them," said Tuzani, " if 
we can come to an agreement, and I will bring 
them to Yelezel Blanco, and show them to a sister 
of the deceased, who is there in the service of the 
marquis." ''Come with me, then, to the mess- 
room," said the other, ''and you can see them, 
and buy them, if you are so disposed." Saying 
this, the soldier and Tuzani withdrew, ana on 
coming to the mess-room, the former drew from a 
bag the ear-rings and the finger-ring, which Tuzani 
at once recognised as having often seen in the pos- 
session of Maleca, at which he could not restrain 
his most bitter sighs and tears. Checking them, 
however, he purchased the rings from the soldier, 
and having placed them in his bosom, he proposed 
to him to pass a little out of Andaraz. Having 
reached some distance from the village, Tuzani, 
seeing that the hour of his revenge had come, said 
to the soldier, " If I show you the portrait of that 
Moor whom you slew, will you recognise her ?" 
" I have no doubt that I "mil," said the soldier, 
" for so firmly are her features impressed upon my 
memory, that it does not appear an hour since I 
kDled ner." Tuzani then putting his hand into 
his breast, drew from the lining of his doublet a 
piece of parchment, rolled carefully up, which con- 
tained the picture. Presenting it to the soldier, 
he said, " Is this, perchance, the fsuce of the beauti- 
ftil Maleca ? " The soldier throwing his eyes upon 
it, and being astonished at its wonderful resem- 
blance, exclaimed, " It is she, without doubt, and 
I tremble at beholding her." 

Then Tuzani, no longer able to restrain himself, 
cried out — " Tell me, O soldier ! destitute of hon- 
our or of courage, why did you kill one so beautiful ? 
Know that this Moorish maiden was my only de- 

TOL. II. b 
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light ; that she was my betrothed, and that your 
cruelty has deprived me of all my hopes of happi- 
ness. It is to revenge her that I have come hither ; 
so draw your sword, and defend yourself. We 
shall soon see whether you will kill me as you 
killed her, thus triumphing over two lives." 

Having said these words, Tuzani commenced a 
furious attack upon the soldier, who though some- 
what surprised, did not lose his courage, but op- 
posed Tuzani with all the daring of a lion, and thus 
the combat continued for sometime. But Tuzani, 
who, besides being very valiant, was particularly 
well skilled in the management of the swora, 
grievously wounded his adversary, saying at the 
same time, "Take, wretch, the just reward of thy 
barbarity. It is Maleca that sends it to you — she 
whom you slew without any cause." 

The soldier fell, mortally wounded, and the re- 
vengeful Moor plunged his sword a second time 
into his body, saying, " With two wounds you slew 
my adored mistress, and with two wounds you 
yourself must die." Then replacing his swora in 
its scabbard, he withdrew into the mountains, and 
did not return into Andarax until night. 

An immediate pursuit having been commenced, 
the fugitive for a time escaped detection ; but the 
place of his retreat having been at length betrayed, 
he was delivered up to Don John, to whom he 
avowed his act in the following words : — 

" I am," said he, " a native of Finis, a village 
between Cantoria and Purchena. I am a Moorish 
cavalier, and my name is Tuzani. I have assumed 
this disguise in order to kill a wretch, who, in the 
assault of G-alera, slew my mistress, who was the 
most beautiful being on earth, when he could have 
made her his prisoner. I swore that I would seek 
him, and that I would kill him ; and I did seek 
him, and I did kill him, two days ago. Such is the 
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trath ; let your highness do with me as you please. 
If I die, I will die content, because I have re- 
yenged mj mistress, which was my only desire. 
I hope in the goodness of Gt)d that I will see her 
after my death, and that she will not haye to 
complain thafc I left her unayenged. I will die a 
Christian, and I know that she was a Christian 
also ; for it was agreed that I should take her away, 
and marry her in Murcia, where we would wait the 
termination of the war. It was for this reason 
that she asked leaye &om her father to yisit Oalera, 
under the pretence of seeing her relatiyes. Fate, 
however, ordered it otherwise. Ghilera was taken — 
my mistress was slain. I found her dead. With 
pious tears I laid her in the ground. Upon her 
tomb I wrote the short tale of her love and my 
sorrow. I came to revenge her, and I have kept 
my vow. Now that you have arrested me, I will 
die content, since I die by the orders of so illus- 
trious a prince. I have only to implore one favour 
of you. Preserve the portrait of my mistress, lest 
it should fall into hands that would be unworthy 
to touch it. Take, also, these jewels ; they have 
little intrinsic value, but they belonged to her, and 
they are therefore priceless.'* Having thus spoken, 
without his countenance changing in the slightest 
degree, he bent his knee respectfully before the 
prince, and presented him with the portrait and 
the jewels of Maleca. 

His highness, wondering at the calmness with 
which Tuzani had related his history, and pitying 
his evil fortune, approached him and receivea the 
portrait and the jewels from his hands. In deliver- 
mg them up, Tuzani heaved a profound sigh, as if 
in surrendering these memorials of his mistress, he 
surrendered herself and his heart along with her. 
Don John examined the portrait, and was astonished 
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at the beauty of Maleca, as well as the other 
cavaliers who surrounded him, who all said that 
Tuzani had acted like a brave soldier and a true 
cavalier, in revenging the death of so beautiful a lady. 

Don Lope de Figueroa, an officer in the army of 
Don John, considering the valour of Tuzani, raised 
him up, and after two or three oaths, said to the 
prince, " This soldier is very well justified in what 
ne has done; he has done nothing for which he 
should suffer death. And if your highness will 
liberate him and restore to him his arms, I will be 
happy to take him into my own company ; for I 
vow to Q-od, if any one killed my mistress, I would 
not only kill the villain himself, but his whole 
lineage.'' 

The prince, to satisfy Don Lope and the other 
officers, ordered the Moor to be liberated, and his 
arms to be restored. 

" Come, my friend," said Don Lope, " enrol 
yourself under my standard. I love to see such 
soldiers as you are, there ; and in order that you 
may serve me mor^ wiUiAgly, I will take cari of 
this picture of your mistress, and get it framed, in 
order that it may be saved from any danger of being 
injured." 

" I know well," replied Tuzani, " hero of your 
age ! that you will be henceforward the master of 
my fortune, good or bad ; but it seems that I lose 
my mistress a second time. I will serve you faith- 
fully as a good and loyal soldier, if the loss of this 
picture will not precipitate my death." 

Don Lope knew how impossible it was to combat 
a notion of that kind, and fearing that the loss of 
the portrait would cause the soldier a fatal melan- 
choly — " Here," said he, " preserve your consola- 
tion, and remain near me — I am sure of having in 
you a valiant friend." 
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Then Tuzani, asBuming the name of Ferdinand 
de Eigueroa, attached himself altogether to the 
service of Don Lope, and was with him at the 
battle of Lepanto, and in all his other engage- 
ments.* 

" The power of this painful tragedy," says Mr. 
Ticknor, '* consists in the living impression it gives 
us of a pure and elevated love, contrasted with the 
wild elements of the age in which it is placed : the 
whole being idealized by passing through Calde- 
ron*8 excited imagination, but still, in the main, 
taken from hi8tor;r and resting on known facts. 
Ilegarded in this bght, it is a solemn exhibition of 
violence, disaster, and hopeless rebellion, through 
whose darkening scenes we are led by that burning 
love which has marked the Arab wherever he has 
been found, and by that proud sense of honour 
which did not forsake him as he slowly retired, 
disheartened and defeated, from the rich empire 
he had so long enjoyed in western Europe. "We 
are even hurried by the course of the drama into 
the presence of whatever is most odious in war, 
and should be revolted, as we are made to witness, 
with our own eyes, its guiltiest horrors ; but in the 
midst of all, the form of Clara rises, a beautiful 
vision of womanly love, before whose gentleness the 
tumults of the conflict seem at least to be hushed; 
while from first to last, in the characters of Don John 

• In the Oiberrcu CivUes de Orcmada, the adventures of 
Tazanl are scattered over a great many pages, in the twenty- 
second and twenty-fourth chapters of that work. I have 
availed myself principally of the abridgment given by M, 
Da/moB Hmardf in his Th^dtre Espagnolf (Caldei'on, seconde 
s^rie), but always with a constant reference to the original, 
introducing from it whatever appeared to add to the pictu- 
resqueness of the narrative. Of those additions, the Boniance 
and the Epitaph, both of which I have translated, are the 
principal. 

VOL. II. I 2 
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of Austria, Lope de Figueroa,* and Garc^s, on one 
side, and the venerable Malec and the fiery Tuzani 
on the other, we are dazzled by a show of the times 
that Calderon brings before us, and of the passions 
which deeply marked the two most romantic nations 
that were ever brought into a conflict so direct." 
— History of Spamsh LiteratuMre, vol. ii. p. 340. 

* This character of Lope de Figueroa may eerve as a 
specimen of the way in which Calderon gave life and interest 
to many of his dramas. Lope is an historical personage, 
and figures largely in the second volume of Hyta's ** Guerras/' 
as well as elsewhere. He was the commander under whom 
Cervantes served in Italy, and probably in Portugal, when 
he was in the Tercio de FldndeSf — ^the Flanders Regiment, — 
one of the best bodies of troops in the armies of Philip II. 
Lope de Figueroa appears again, and still more prominently, 
in another good play of Cidderon, ''El Alcalde de Zalamea." 
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PEBSONS EEPEESENTED. 



DON ALVARO TUZAnI 

DON JUAN MALEC. 

DON FERNANDO DE VALOR. 

ALCUZCUZ, a Moritco, 

CADI, an a^ed Moor. 

DON JUAN DB MENDOZA. 

DON JOHN OF AUSTRIA. 

DON LOPE DE FIGUBROA. 

DON ALONZO DE ZUNIGA, Corregidor. 

GARCES, a soldier. 

DOSA ISABEL TUZANI, titter to Don Alvaa-o. 

DONA CLARA MALEC, daughter to Don Juan Malee. 

BEATMCB, 



I 



Attendants, 
INES, 

Moorish Men and Women, Christian and Moorish Soldiers, 



SCENE — Partly in the City of Granada, and partly in the . 

Alpujarra Mountains, . 



LOVE AFTER DEATH. 



ACT L— SCENE I. 

THX MOOBIBH OAD^B H0U8K IN OJUNAOA. 



A crowd cf Moorish men and women are discovered 
on the staff e, dressed in their national costtmCy the 
former mth their peculiar headless and loose 
trousers^ the latter in white doublets; some of 
them carrying musical instruments. To them 

Unter the cadi and JlLOVzovz. 

CADI. 

Are the doors securely fiastened P 

Axctrzcuz. 
Yes, the doors are quite secure. 

CADI. 

Let none in without the password, 
And the zambnT may proceed ; 
Let us celebrate our sabbath, 
Which iB Friday, in the way 
That our nation loves to keep it, 
That the Christian race, among 

b2 
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"Whom we live in wretched thraldom, 
May have no excuse to-day, 
To revile or reprehend ns 
For our sacred rite. 

AIiL. 

Begin! 

AIiCTIZCUZ. 

I will break my legs to splinters, 
When I enter into the dance ! 

A MOOB singg. 

Although in sad captivity, 
Through Allah's righteous mystery, 
The Moorish race weep bitterly 
The wretched breath they draw, — 

ALL. 

Long live his l&w 1- 

ABTOTHEB 8Vng8. 

Live the memory of the glorious 
And the laurel-crowned laborious 
-Battles, when o'er Spain victorious, 
Jler captive form we saw, — 

ALL. 

Long live his law !- 
ALdTJzoTJz m/ngs. 

And twT?.''^ ^^ ^^^^ Muza, 
^ that fight in Andalusa, 

^n old Spain could not^efose a 
Welcome to stout Africa^— 

ALL. 



r^ Una ^^''^S .live his law !_ 
l^ loud knocking « heard within. 



CADI. 



TIHiat is this P 

oira, 
Thej force an entrance. 

CADI. 

DoubtleBS thej desire to seize ns 

In onr meetings, since the king 

Has commanded by his edicts 

That we should be watched ; the law, 

Seeing to this house repairing 

Such a crowd of Moors, comes hither 

In pursuit. 

ALOITZCUZ. 

Then let us fly : — 

CADI. 

Why, my friends, delay to open 
Unto him who calls so boldly p 

ALOVZCVZ. 

Vainly knocks he at the door. 
Who Knocks not at the heart before. 

OKS. 

What is to be done P 

CADI. 

Concealing 
All the instruments, then open. 
Saying, that 'twas but to see me 
You came here. 

AKOTHEB MOOB. 

A good excuse. 
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OADI. 

Let us therefor^ all dissemble, — 
Alcuzcuz ! fly, what delays you ? 

ALOTTZOUZ* 

Why, the door I fear to open. 
Lest a hundred blows of the cudgel 
I should get upon the stomach 
From the alguazil : 'twere wrong, 
Since they call me a Jack-pudding, 
Whacks, not pudding, I should get.* 

JEnter noif jttan malbo. 

MAXEO. 

Do not fear. 

CADI. 

My lord Don Juan ! 
Whose pure blood of Malec gives you 
StiU the magisterial rank 
In the city of Granada, 
Though of African descent. 
Can it be, my lord, you enter 
Thus my house ? 

MALBO. 

No small occasion 
Makes me seek you here to-day : — 
'Tis enough to say, that hither 
Draws me now mine own disgrace. 

OADI, aside. 

'Tis no doubt to reprehend us 
That he comes. 

* Alcuzcuz quibbles here upon his name in a way that is 
impossible to be translated literally. AUyuaova was a &Tour- 
ite dish with the Moors, and was composed of flour, water, 
and honey made into balls. 
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ALOTJZOiTZ, itside. 

Oh ! that is naught, — 
Which weire worse, to apprehend us 
Or to reprehend us, pray ? 

CADI. 

What are your commands P 

MALBC* 

Abandon, 
All of you, m^ friends, the fear 
That my commg has occasioned ; 
Entering to-day the council. 
We receired a missiye, sent 
From the chamber of King Philip, 
By the president himself. 
To the end, that all the mandates 
It imposes, should forthwith 
By the city be effected : — 
Being opened, the official 
Secretary of the council 
Bead it with uplifted voice. 
And the whole of the instructions 
It contained, at once were ordered. 
To your greatest wrong : How truly 
Call they Time and Fortune twins ! . ^ <^ 

Since the two, foiLgood or evil. 
On one wheel and with two pinions 
Ever move and never stay ! 
Of the orders thus transmitted. 
Some are old and some are new, 
All of them revived or written 
In a spirit most malign ; 
The effect of which is briefly, — 
That no African, or one 
Sprung from that renowned nation, 
Which to-day is but the ashes 
Of that once unconquer'd flame 
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WUch devoured this Spain : henceforward 

Can their festivals observe — 

Hold their zambras — ^wear silk dresses— 

Use the public baths — or speak. 

Even in their private dwellmgs, 

In their own Arabic language — 

But the strange Castilian tongue. 

I, &om being the most ag^d 

Of the members present, thought 

That it was my right and duty 

To speak first, and so I said, 

That however just the edict, 

And how wise the end might be, 

So that all the Moorish customs. 

One by one might disappear, — 

That however was no reason 

For the harshness now imposed, 

And that if the law proceeded, 

In the case, with moderation, 

JN'eedless violence avoiding. 

All these customs soon might fail. 

Then Don Juan de Mendoza, 

He who is allied so closely 

To the house of the great Marquis 

De Mondejar, thus replied : — 

" Not impartiaJly, Don Juan 

Speaketh thus, since nature prompts him 

To espouse his kindred's cause ; 

Therefore would he stay and lighten 

This just judgment on the Moors,^^ 

A base, degraded, abject people ! " 

" My lord Don Juan de Mendoza," 
Said I then, '* when Spain was held 
Captive, 'neath the Moorish standards, 
Even on its native soil. 
Even then some Christians mingled 
With the Arabs, who since then. 
From this cause, are called Mozarabs, 
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Unto idiom no degradation 
Or no mfiunj hath come, 
For to no such height of glory 
Fortune rises, not even when 
It subdues and conquers eyils, 
As fiiien it doth bear them well. 
And however poor and humble 
Be a crushed and captive peoples- 
Moorish cavaliers are not 
Less than Christian knights, the moment 
Ther receive baptismal water, 
And admission to the one 
Holy Catholic religion ; 
And especially among them 
Those who claim to have, as I, 

Kings for their progenitors : " 

" Aye, " said he, " But Moorish kings : " 

"What ! " I answer'd, " is the Moorish 

Blood that mantleth in the veins 

Of the Zegris and Granadas, 

The Yalores and Yenegas — 

Is it, I repeat, bereft 

Of its rich and royal nature. 

Now that they are Christian men ? '* 

Thus one word produced another. 

Since, there meeting without swords. 

They could speak and I should listen ; 

Oh ! accursM be. the chance ! 

Thrice accursed the occasion ! 

That instead of swords, we fought with 

Clashing disputatious tongues. 

Though they are the deadlier weapons. 

Since wounds heal before a word : 

Something here I must have added, 

Which increased his arrogance. 

For (I tremble to relate it !) 

He t|ien snatching (oh ! the pain !) 

Out of my hands my staff of office. 
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With it oh ! enough ! enough ! 

Since some sorrows cost us greater 
Fain to tell than to endure. 
Now this outrage which I suffered 
In defending you, this wrong, 
Which, your natural rights sustaining, 
I alone endured, doth reach 
Every one of us united : — 
!For I have no son, whose hand 
Might remove this foul dishonour 
Erom these thin and snow-white hairs ; 
I have but a daughter — she. 
Once my joy but now my sorrow : — 
Well, then, brave and noble Moors — ] 
Precious relic of our nation — 
Since the Christians' only object 
Is to make our whole race slaves— 
Since we hold the Alpujarra — 
That sierra, which so proudly 
Lifts its tall head to the sun — 
And with towns all peopled over, 
Seems a sea of rocks and plants, 
With its fortresses like vessels 
SaiUng over silver waves ; 
Which their very names — Q-alera, 
Berja, and Gabia say : — * 
Since this tract is ours, then hither 
Let us fly with arms and stores ; 
Choose a chieftain from the ancient 
And unblemished noble race 
Of your own Abenhum^yas, 
Since Castile preserves them still. 
And thus turn from slaves to masters. 
I myself, though dear 'twill cost me, 



* These towns in the Alpujarra range of mountains having 
names which also bear a nautical signification, suggested 
this conceit to Galderon. 
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Will go round, conTincing all, 

That 'tia infamy — 'tifl basenefls 

To partake in my disgrace 

And partake not in my yengeanoe. [^ExU, 

CADI. 

For the deed thou meditatest .... 

A KOOB. 

For the action that you plan .... 

CADI. 

Life and wealth I freely offer. [JSxit, 

A MOOB. 

I can give but life and soul. IHM. 

AirOTHBB ICOOB. 

Every Moorish man will do so. [JQrtY. 

A MOOBISH WOMAK. 

I, for aU the Moorish women 
That G-ranada doth contain, 
Offer all our silks and jewels. 

ALcrzcirz. 

I who've but a little store 

Of odds and ends in Bivarambla — 

Vinegar, sweet figs and oil — 

Almonds, raisins, garlic, peoper, 

Sibbons, onions, nuts, and brooms 

Made of the palm-tree, threads and needles, 

Pouches, paper white and brown, 

Caraways, dogs' leather collars. 

Snuff, tobacco, sticks and twigs. 

Quills for making pens, and wafers 

To seal letters — all must I 
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Now upon my shoiilders cany 
With a thousand other trifles ; 
Just to see if fortune reaches 
To the summit of my hopes, 
That is, of all the Alcuzcuzes 
To be marquis, duke, or count : 

A MOOB. 

Silence ! you are mad. 

ALCUZCTJZ. 

I am not 
Mad. 

AS'OTHEB MOOB. 

If not, the thing is clear 
That you're drunk. 

AXOVZCUZ. 

Nor drunk, sir, thank you : — 
Since Mahomet, our great prophet. 
Ordered in his Alcoran 
That no wine should e'er be drunken, 
I ne'er drank it — ^by my eyes ! 
But if any time it pleased me, 
Not to break a good old custom, 
I just hid it — ^by my beard I [Ilseunt. 
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SCENE n. — A sooM nr ililic's house. 
. JSInter inytx olaba and biaitbiob. 

OLABA. 

Beatrice, permit me still 

To weep my pains and breathe my sighs-- 

They owe this little to mine eyes, 

So let my mefs their fountains fill ; 

And since 1 have not power to kill 

Him, who has dared, with evil eye. 

To blast mine honour once so high — 

Or from my heritage of shame 

Bedeem my late unspotted name, 

Let me at least, in pity, die ; 

Alas ! how abject, on ! how base 

The &tal gifts that Nature gave us — 

Gifts that but the more enshve us — 

Wit and loveliness and grace, 

Which perchance may tempt disgrace, 

But to keep honour safe, are vain. 

Ah ! what greater source of pain 

Than to have power to take at will 

Honour from sire or spouse, and still 

Have none to give it oack again P 

If I were bom a man, 'twere seen, 

Gbranada and the world would see. 

If Mendoza to*day would be 

As brave before a younff man's mien, 

As with an old man he has been. — 

Perhaps I may with him disclaim 

My sex's weakness— -without shame 

Ask satis&ction as my right. 

For he who would an old man fight. 
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Would with a woman do the same : 
Sut ah ! my foolish hope is vain, 
Its sole aduevement is to speak — 
Oh ! that my hands were not too weak, 
My own revenge at once to gain ! 
And now, alas ! a greater pain, 
A greater trial waiteth me— 
Doomed in one wretched day to be 
Deprived at once of sire and spouse. 
Since I would shame the bridal vows 
Of Don Alvaro Tuzani. 

JEnter don alvaeo. 

ALTAEO, 

An evil augury, I fear, 
Portending woe to hope and love. 
Beautiful Clara — ^this wiU prove, 
That on thy lips my name I hear, 
For, if the voice should be the mere 
Echo, the inward thought expressed 
Audibly of the soul — confess'd 
Truly by tears as now, 'tis plain 
That I must cause thy bosom's pain, 
Since you thus cast me &om thy breast. 

CLAEA. 

Denial now were worse than vain; 
My heart is fiill of pains 'tis true. 
Thou art amongst them, think if vou 
Can beperchance its slightest pam ; 
Since Heaven has torn our loves in twain, 
Think if thou art its greatest rather ; — 
I cannot be thy wife, nor gather 
Disgraceful flowers to strew thy bed. 
For thou canst never stoop to wed 
The child of a dishonoured father. 
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AI.TABO. 

Clara, I no inclination 

Haye to remind you now how long 

I hare loved 70a with a strong 

And a respectful adoration, 

I onlj wisn on this occasion, 

To explain why I can be 

Here to-daj, and thou still see 

Th^ wrong without its due atonement ; 

It IS because this brief postponement 

I have allowed through love to thee ; 

Thouffh for a lady's conversation 

The duel is no fitting theme — 

And though perchance a little gleam 

I might impiurt, of consolation 

To thy sorrow, thy vexation — 

By saying it hath no pretence 

To wike your tears, or even the sense 

Of havine suffered wrong — ^because 

What's done unarmed, and, by the laws 

Protected, cannot give offence. 

But on another pomt I rest. 

Having another reason why. 

How it so happens, here, that I 

Enter, before I have redressed 

(Piercine Mendoza's haughty breast) 

Tour father's honour — a good deed. 

Even though it hath been long decreed : — 

No wrong is e'er avenged aright 

Save by the wronged one, in the fight 

Wherein the wrong-doer's heart must bleed : 

Or if not by himself, his son. 

Or at the least his brother's hand ; 

And since his honour doth demand 

Vengeance which cannot else be won — 

I have to ask, that now be done 

The act for which I long have sighed — 

It is that you become my bride. 



16 LOTS AFTBB PIATH. 

I go to ask Don Juan this : — 

Being bis son, that tie of bliss 

Lets bim, tbrougb me, be satisfied ; 

Clara, for tbis alone, be sure 

Tbat I came bere : if I tiU now 

Timidly pressed you not to allow 

Our union, — 'twas tbat I was poor — 

Tbis day's event tbe effect dotb cure, 

Since I sball not by wisb or tongue 

Ask augbt tbat dotb to tbee belong 

By way of portion, but the right 

To avenge thy wrong : In tbe world's sight 

A poor man's portion be a wrong. 

OLABA. 

Don Alvaro, neither sball I 

Becall how long has been, and true 

My firm devotion unto you — 

How I have loved you faithfully ; 

Nor attempt to say I die 

Stricken to-day by a double knife, 

Nor, bow duty- and love at strife, 

Seek in this neetiDg calm to control 

My heart : for thou art the life of my soul. 

Thou indeed art the soul of my bfe : — 

This alone I wish to say. 

In ail this trouble, that she who would crave 

But yesterday to be thy slave, 

Will not become thy wife to-day, 

Por if through diffidence yesterday 

Tou asked me not, and to-day you do, 

I to-day but owe it to you 

To refiise thee, lest the malign 

Breath of time could say, to be thine 

I needed some attraction new. 

Bich and honoured, once I thought 

I was unworthy of thy love. 

Happily as tbe event dotb prove 
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That nnhappj feeling was nought 
Sut a suspicion. Think, now, ought 
I to-day to give to thee 
Insteaa of happiness, misery, 
Punishment instead of reward P 
As if I should be disgraced, m^ lord. 
Ere 70U would think to wed with me. 

ALYABO. 

To revenge thee mj spirit woos thee. 

OLABA. 

Bespect enforceth mj rejection. 

AXTASO. 

Does not this, Clara, prove my affection ? 

CLABA. 

Esteem, Alvaro, makes me refuse thee. 

ALVABO. 

Tou have no power now to excuse thee: — 

CLABA. 

I at the least have power to die. 

ALYABO. 

I shall tell Don Juan, that I 
Won your love. 

GLABA. 

And I shall deny it. 

ALYABO. 

Is this loyalty ? 

CLABA. 

Honour lives by it. 
VOL. n. 
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ALYABO. 

Is it truth? 

OLAUA. 

Tis fidelity :— 
Since, by yonder lieayens so pure 
I solemnly swear, never to be 
The wife of a man, until I see 
My honour once &gam secure. 

AI.TASO. 

What imports that, if ... • 

BSATBIOB. 

No more. 
For, my lord, by the corridor, 
With some others comes this way. 

OJOJEUL. 

Eetire within this room, I pn^ : — 

ALTJLRO. 

What a mischance ! lAharo enters the room, 
hut is still visible to the audience. 

CLABA. 

It grieves me sorel 
Miter DOK ALoifreo ds zuifiGA the cobbegidob, 

DDK FEBKAmDO YALOB, and PON JTJAK HAXBO. 

MALEC, aside to Cflara. 
Claral 

GLABA. 

My lord ? 

HALEC, aside* 

Ah ! woe is me ! 
With what pain again to meet thee !— 
To that chamber there retreat thee. 
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Whatisthk? 

HALXO. 

From that thou'lt see. 
[Clara and Beatrice retire to the roam where 
Aharo it concealed, 

COBBEOIDOB. 

Don Juan de Mendoza lies 
Imprisoned in the Alhambra now : 
Till this affair blows o'er somehow, 
Don Juan Malec, it were wise 
That you within your house should stay, 
On your parole. 

HiJJBC. 

I fireely give it, 
And as fireely you may receire it. 
Since I shall keep it. 

TAXOB. 

The delay 
Will not be much, since his lordship here, 
The corregidor, allows my endeavour 
(For in the duel of honour, never 
Should authority interfere) 
This ruffled sense of wrong to soothe, 
Hoping to make you friends once more. 

OOBBEjQIBOB. 

Senor Fernando de Yalor 
Skilfully thus, with a double truth, 
Beneweth honour's fancied stains — 
None ('tis the law) can insults fling 
Or in the palace of a "King 
Or in the hall where Justice reigns. 
There, from the sacred strict duress, 
None of us all can e'er be free. 

c2 



20 LOYE AFTEB DEATH. 

YALOB. 

The means I have in view must be 
SuccessM .... 

ALTABO, aside to Clara, 
Do you hear this ? 

GLABA, to Al/oaro. 

Yes. 

VAIOB. 

In fact no other means I see 
This disagreement to set right. 

HALEC, aside. 

Ah ! honour, thou'rt in evil plight 
When thou dost need a remedy ! 

TALOB. 

Don Juan de Mendoza is 
As brave a knight as ever carried 
Cross or coronet.. He is unmarried : 
With a rank as proud as his, 
Don Juan de Malec, in whose veins 
Still flows Granada's royal blood, 
Has a daughter, by fame endowed 
With aU that dazzles and enchains — 
Whom envy's self dare not disparage ; 
If satisfaction for his wrong 
He still requires, it doth belong 
But to a son-in-law : this marriage 
'Twixt Doiia Clara and Don Juan 
Makes all secure. 

ALTABO, aside. 
Ah ! woe is me : — 

YALOB, to Malec, 

No other way that 1 can see 
Can you repair your honour's ruin. 
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For then your insult being extended 
To him, you must become the defender-^ 
As a third party, he is the offender, 
But as your son-in-law the offended : — 
There being no party then to claim 
Satis£Eu:tion firom, and no ill to cure, 
With you the effect becomes secure. 
And with Don Juan Mendoza the same ; 
For he not having then to give 
Death to himself— in this immense 
Abyss, must hold his own offence 
In his. own breast, and so forgive : 
So that the offence itself being gone, — 
No man being self-angry long- 
Don Juan wisely guarding his wrong- 
No one remains to take vengeance on : — 
This the honour of both will render 
Pure as before, since human eyes 
Never saw one person comprise 
Both the offended and the offender. 

iLLTABO, to Clara, 
I will answer. 

CLABA, to him. 

For God's sake, stay ; 
Let me not be destroyed by you. 

COBBEOXnOB. 

This arrangement doth answer the two. 

MALEC. 

There is one obstacle in the way, 
Since the sacnfice honour demands, 
Against our hopes, may Clara refuse* 

GLABA, aside. 

Heaven itself approves of my views, 
Giving vengeance into my hands. 
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HALBC. 

Since indeed I do not know 
That mj daughter would wish to mate 
With a man she has reason to hate 
With such good cause. 

JSnter bo^a claba. 

I shall wish it so ; 
Freely shall I the offering give, 
Since, my lord, it imports me less 
That I should live without happiness. 
Than that you without honour live : 
Eecause, if I had been thj son, 
I would have beard but anger calling, 
Bravely killing, or bravely falling ; 
Being thy daughter, I have but one 
Waj, by which can no more be deferred 
Satisfaction dearer than life : — 
And so I will become his wife : — 
Prom which act it may be inferred, 
That I am in this way trying 
To save thy honour, weakly out willing, 
And since I cannot revenge by killing — 
I may, at least, do so, by dying. 

COBBEeinOB. 

Wit like thine could only draw out 
Prom the midst of so much confusion. 
Such a singular conclusion. 

VALOB. 

And the effect I do not doubt ; 
But a letter must now be writ 
To him, according to our intent, 
Which I shall myself present. 

COBBEeinOB. 

And we likewise shall go with it. 



UPTM Aim jousm 28 

I shall use tlie time in prepantioii 
Por tlie leToh thftt we mtend. 

TALOB. 

All eliaU come to a kappj end 

I firmly trait, thionga my mediation* 

[MpeuiU the three. 

Now that they hare gone away 

To write the letter (woe the worth 1) 

You may, AItsto, now come forth. 

EiUer noK aitaxo. 

ALTABO. 

Yes, I will do so, yes, to say 

That neyer shall l see again 

A soul so fickle in a brcAst 

So truly noUe: I could rest 

(Though my heart's life ebbed fast away, 

Kood fled my cheek and sight mine eye) 

Within there, not through respect, nor dearth 

Of courage, but that on the earth 

A wonum cotdd be found 

CLAKA. 

Ah! me, 

AliTABO. 

So bold, BO light as to presume 
With broken faith, in accents bland. 
To offer to one man her hand. 
And have another in her room :— • 
I did not wish it were believed 
I could love one, whose tows are Tain. 
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CIiASA.* 

Thy voice, Alvaro, oh ! detain, 
For thou, indeed, art self-deceived ; 
Which satisfactorily will appear 
After a little. 

ALVABO, 

A transad^ion 
Like this, can have no satisfaction. 

etiAEi..' 
You will find it can. 

AliVAEO. 

Did I not hear 
You say, that you would give to-day 
Your hand to Mendoza P 

OLABA. 

Yes! *tisso, — 
But you at present do not know 
Unto what end I so did say ; — 

ALVAEO. 

What end ? — ^to kiU me, let me see 
Prom what point an excuse you gather ; 
Since dishonour he gives thy father. 
And my death he gives through thee. 

OLAEA. 

Time, Alvaro, time will be able 
Some day or other to undeceive you, 
"While I am constant and still believe you. 
Your faith in me has become unstable. 

ALVAEO. 

Did any mortal ever yet know 

Such a subtle deceit r you confess 

Your hand, you said, you would give him ? 
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Tea. . 

ALTABO. 

Will jou not be his wife then P 

CliiJU.. 

No. 

ALYABO. 

How reconcile thia seeming strife 



OLABA.. 

Vainly the mode you now demand. 

ALYASO. 

Clara, between giying your hand, 
And between becoming his wife P 

CIiABA. 

To give him my hand, perchance, may bo 
To draw him to my arms, that so 
I may inflict a deadlier blow : 
Are you satisfied now with me P 

ALYABO. 

No, for he dies amid your charms. 
God ! — ^it is a favour you give, 
Since thus to die, is more than to live ; 
Because, Clara, your beauteous arms 
Eor executioners are so fair : — 
But before (although it may be 
Your intention) he there shall see 
Himself, he dies ere he get there : — 
Thus, my pains, I shall remedy. 
And your scorn, by this death of his. 
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QLAMA. 



Is this love P 



ALTABO. 

HocLcnir it is. 

OSAKA. 

Is this kindness ? 

AIiTAJKO. 

'Tis jealousy. 

CLABA.. 

See ! my father has written the letter ; 
Would that you could stay by my side ! 

ALYA&O. 

Ah ! for me, near thee to abide, 
Were required, what a trifling fetter ! 



LOTS AFTIB DlATH. 27 



SCEXE III. — THS nnrxBiOB or thi jllrambua,. 



Enter dok TfSAX bb kutdosa ami oaboxb. 

idimozA. 
In reason, anger never doth excel. 

OABCSS. 

Slame not jourself^ since jou did yerj well 

To make him feel thj- hand, 

Since this new Christian thought he might demand 

Immunity because of his old age, 

Thus with a proud Mendoza to engage. 

HXITDOZA. 

Many there are, because of their high state 
Are haughty, proud, and inconsiderate. 

OABOIS. 

It was for this, that the great constable 

Don Inigo bore (the thought was admirable) 

One sword at his side. 

And one in his hand which thus a staff supplied ; 

Being asked one day. 

Why he carried two swords in this way, 

He said, the one beside me, I prefer, 

For him who doth a simikr weapon bear ; 

The other, which as a staff I hold, 

For him who does not bear one and is bold. 

ICIKDOZA. 

Well may cavaliers be cautioned by these words 
That separate actions, call for separate swords ; 
So that I may have power to parry. 
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A tbruBt from eitlier, give me the sword you cany ; 

That whatever may occur 

I may not want a sword, although a prisoner. 

GABGES. 

I am delighted that I called to-day 
So opportunely here, as now I may 
Be able to serve you, should your foes presume. 

ICEKDOZA. 

How from Lepanto,* Grarces, did you come ? 

OABGES. 

As one whose fortune it has been 
To look upon that famous scene, 
And act a soldier's part 
In such a glorious proof of military art, 
Humbly indeed, but guided by the word 
Of him,t the offspring of that royal bird 
Who in his wondrous flight of conquest, flings 
O'er all the world, the shadow of his wings. 

HENDOZA. 

How has Don John returned ? 

GABGES. 

Content 
With the exploit. 

HENDOZA. 

Was it great ? 

* This is an historical anachronism ; the battle of Lepanto 
was subsequent to the revolt of the Moors in the Alpujarra. 

t Don John of Austria, the conqueror of Lepanto, was the 
natural son of Charles the Fifth, the ** aguUa divma** of the 
original text. 
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6ABCEB. 

The ef ent 
I shall relate in full ; the league with. 



MBNDOZA. 

Wait, 
For a veiled woman enters. 

GABCES. 

How unfortunate ! 
I plaj reverses thus with my romance, 
The court-card enters and 1 lose my chance. 

JEnter bosta. ibabil TnzAirf , veiled. 

ISABEL. 

My lord Don Juan de Mendoza, 
May a woman, who comes hither, 
But to see you in your prison. 
Ask you of yourself, in priyate, 
How, imprisoned here, you are ? 

liEKBOZA. 

Why not, lady P — leaye us, Oarces. 

OABOES, aside. 
Look, my lord, perchance this person 



MBBDOZA, aside. 

Yain your fears and your suspicions ; 
Since Bhfi spoke, I ricogniae W. 

GABCES, aside. 
That being so I go. [iOrt^. 

KENBOZA. 

You may : — 
In a similar confusion 
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Eyes and ears this moment hold me, 

For I know not of the two 

Which tell truth or which speak Msely, 

Por, if I believe my eyesight, 

Tou appear not what you are — 

And if 1 believe my hearing 

Tou are not what you appear. 

Deign to let me see uplifted 

This apparent subtle cloud 

Of dark crape, that then the dazzling 

Light which will come conquering through 

May proclaim to sight and hearing 

That to-day, the day dawns twice. 

ISABEL. 

Not to force your thoughts, Don Juan, 

To doubt longer who is she 

That thus seeks you, is the reason 

Why I show thee who I am, 

Eor my jealous heart disdaineth 

That through guessing you should err 

As to whom you owe this favour, 

I am \_Bai8es Tier veil. 

KENDOZA. 

Isabel! Senora! — 
Can it be, that to my dweUing, 
In this singular disguise. 
You have deigned to come and see me ? 
How, oh ! how can I indulge 
Hopes so sweet and so fallacious P — 
Since I know that I must doubt them. 

ISABEL. 

Scarcely I had leamM what happened, 
And that you were here confined. 
When my love would not permit me 
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To wait longer here to oome, 
And b^ie the g^ng homeward 
Of my brother, I)on Alvaro 
Tozani, I came to see thee^ 
With a single maid alone, 
(Think now what it is you owe md) 
"Wlio doth wait at the door« 

inEHTDOZA. 

To-day 
All my cares — ^mj sorrows vanish 
In this act of generous kindness, 
Yes, dear Isabel, by them 

JEfUer nsTES. veiled, hurriedfyy and attfJHghiened. 

lines. 

Ah! Seiiora! 

XBIBSL. 

What's this, Ifies ? 

INSS. 

Don Alvaro, eyen my lord 
Hither comes. 

ISABEL. 

What! could he know me 
Through this close disguise, as I 
Game along P 

HlSKnOZA. 

What great misfortune ! 

XSABIL. 

If he followed me, I die ! — 

KxsiK>au. 
If you ane with me, what fear you P 
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Enter this adjoining hall, 
Close the door, and if he seeketb 
There to enter, ere he finds you 
He must leave me dead and cold. 

ISABEL. 

In this mighty peril standing, 

Aid me Heaven ! in pity aid me ! — 

[^Isabel and Ines conceal themselves. 

Enter dok alyabo. 

ALVABO, 

My lord Don Juan de Mendoza, 
I wish tp speak with you in private. 

MEKDOZA. 

Tou perceive I am alone. 

ISABEL, at the side. 
Ah ! how pale he looks and haggard ! 

« 

ALVAEO. 

Then I may secure this 4oor. 

HEITBOZA. 

You can close it : — [aside'] Eortune aids us. 

ALVABO. 

Now that it is closed, I praly 
That you hear me with attention. 
I have learned through accident 
That have now set out to seek you 



StElTDOZA. 

Tou heard truly. 

ALTABO, 

In this prisaa....»« 
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lOEKDOZA., 

Your informant has not lied. 

ALYABO. 

In this action lie offends me 
"Who has life or soul to answer. 

ISABEL, asides- 
Can he speak with clearer meaning P 

MSKDOZA, aside. 
Heavens ! m j doubts are at an end ! 

ALTABO. 

So I have in haste come hither . 
(Ere the others have arrived 
With the intention of reviving 
^Friendships on disgraceful terms) 
To defend mj outraged honour. 

MEITDOZA. 

This I do not understand. 

ALYABO. 

Then I shall explain more dearly. 

ISABEL, aside. 

Once again my heart breathes freely, 
Since' it is not me he seeks. 

ALVABO. 

The Corregidor attempts with 
Don Perdmand de Valor, 
Kinsman of Don Juan Malec, 
To renew this broken friendship — 
And it is my sole concern 
To prevent it : and, my reason — 
Though a hundred I could mention, 

TOL. II. D 
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There is one I cannot tell : — 

And in fine, even though my motixe 

Were but only a caprice, 

Still it is enough to aek jou 

If thou art as brave with young men 

As with old men thou art bold ; 

'Tis for this alone I seek thee, 

Foot to foot to die, or kill. 

MEITDOZA. 

You have done me a great favour,. 

Thus so briefly telling me 

What you mean : because, this moment 

Wildered in a thousand ways, 

I conceived it was another 

Matter more important far ; 

For the one that you have mentioned 

Is with me of smaQ account : 

But since it is not my practice 

To refuse to fight with him 

Who desires with me to combat. 

Ere those kind ambassadors 

Who, you say, are coming, reach us, 

K the present time doth suit you, 

Draw your sword. 

ALTAEO. 

For this I come ; 
'Tis more needful that I slay thee 
Quickly, than you could have thought. 

3o:irD0ZA. 
Well, the field is fair and open. [TAei/jfyfht. 

ISABEL, aside^ 

From one troul^ to aoaother 
My misforfiiiiikes make me laU ; 
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WhO) a lover and a brother 
Could see fightmg thusy without 
Any power to separate them i 

HifiirnozA. 
What true courage i 

iuLTABO. 

What great skill ! 

ISABEL, aside. 

What indeed to do, 1 know not, 
Since I see two skilful players, 
And I wish the two success, 
Since they both alike aJSect me, 
Howsoe'er they win or lose. 

[doit axtabo trips against a ehair and falls ; 

-DOtA. ISABXL enters stiU veiled, and 

detains ooK JUAir. 

AI.TA3U>. 

Tripp'd up by this seat I'ye fallen. 

ISA3EL. 

Oh ! Don Juan, hold thy hand ; — 

But what have I done ? The impulse [Aside* 

Hurried me to act this way. [Eetires* 

ALYABO. 

You did wrong in hiding from me. 
People were within that room. 

ICEITDOZA. 

If it was thy life to give thee, * 

Do not thou complam, 'tis I 
Who have better grounds to do so, 
Pighting two : — since she came forth 
Not for mine, but thine assistance ; 
Though 'twas needless, sinee I know 

j>2 
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Knighthood's law too well : for seeing 
That thy fall was accidental, 
I mjseli had let thee rise. 

ALYABO. 

Then a double obligation 
Do I owe unto tliis ladj, 
Since she came to give me life 
Ere I had been forced to take it 
Erom thj hands : because to thee 
I am not for this indebted : — 
Now I feel my anger ripen 
To resume the fight once more. 

HEITDOZA. 

Don Alvaro, who detains thee P [They fight 

ISABEL, atide. 

Oh ! for power to call for aid ! 

[A loud knocking is heard at the door, 

ALYABO. 

At the door there is a knocking. — 

ICEITDOZA. 

What's to be done ? 

ALTAEO. 

Let either die, 
And the survivor then may open. 

MEin>0ZA. 

You say well. 

Unter dona Isabel and ikes. 

ISABEL. 

I first shall open 
Wide the door, and let them in. 
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▲LTABO. 

Do not BO : — 

MEKDOZA. 

You must not open ! 
[dnoa ISABEL opent the door and withes to 
escape^ hut is detained hy the cou- 
SSGIDOB, who enters with noK fir- 

'SMJSTDO YALOS. 

ISABEL. 

Cavaliers, most opportunely 

Have you come : tnese two here standing 

Seek to kill each other. 

OOBBSGinOB. 

Stay:— 
Since to find things in this manner— 
They contending — ^you being present — 
Says the matter, very clearly, 
That you are the cause. 

ISABEL, aside. 

Ah, me ! 
Since I planned mine own destruction. 
When I thought to set me free. 

ALYABO. 

That the slightest inconvenience 

May not happen to a lady 

Unto whom 1 owe my life, 

I the simple truth wm tell you : — 

For the cause that so hath moved me 

To this duel, is not love.' 

No, but being the relation 

Of Don Juan Malec — thus 

I for him sought satisfaction. 
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HXVDOZA. 

It is true : it chanced this ladj 
Came to see me the same time. 

COBBXeiDOB. 

Since we trust the disagreements 
Bt the means we have concerted 
W ill be ended, let all cease ; 
It is best that this be settled 
Without blood, since he doth conquer 
Best who conquers without blood : — 

Go, in God*s name, fair Seiioras* 

* 

ISABEL, aside. 

'Tis my fortune's only gain. 

[Hxeunt ISABEL and iites. 

YALOB. 

Seilor Don Juan de Mendoza, 
To your kindred, it appeareth, 
And to ours, that this occurrence 
Should be settled within doors, 
^As the Castilian proverb has it) — 
And cemented by new ties. 
Since by giving I)ofia Clara, — 
She the phenix of Granada, 
Your betrothed hand, as part 
Of the .... 

HEKDOZA. 

Cease this bootless language, 
Senor Eemando de Valor, 
For it doth the affair embarrass : 
If Dona Clara is a phenix, 
She may be so in Arabia, 
But in the mountains of Castile 
A phenix is by no means needed. 
And my kindred well should know 
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Men Vke dm ne'er form conneetkmB 
To secure a stranger'B lionour; 
Neither do I know 'twere fitting 
The Mendosae mixed their blood 
With the Idood of Malec ; never 
. Can they blend in happy nnion 
The Mendozaa and Maiecaa. 

TAIOB. 

Don Juan Halec is a man .... 

MnmosA.. 
Like Tou : — 

YAXOB. 

Like me, a proud deaoendant 
Of the monarcha of G-ranada — 
Since ascendinf to his feithers, 
You will find them kings like mine. 

HEKDOZA. 

Mine, indeed, without bein^ monarchs, 
Were still more than Moorish kings. 
Being unconquered mountaineers.* 

iJiYAfiO. 

What his lordship Don. Fernando 
Has expressed upon this matter — 
I shall hold upon the field. 

COBKEGIDOB. 

Here my magisterial duty 
Ceases, and I take instead 

* After the battle of Guadalete, which completed the con- 
quest of Spain by the Moon, the chivahy of Spain withdrew 
to the fiurtnesseB of the Astniias, and under the Kuidance of 
Pelayo commenced immediately the work of deliTerance. 
We can nnderstand, therefore, sayi M. Damaa Hinard, what 
pride a similur origin oonld awaken in the breast of Mendosa. 
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The cavalier's, wliich suits me better ; — 

I, a Zuniga in Castile, 

Ere a justice in Granada. 

And so laying down this staff, — 

When and where you please, thou'lt find me 

Standing at Don Juan s side. 

JSnter a ssuyant. 

SSBTAITT. 

Visitors the house have entered. 

OOSBEOIDOB. 

Let us all dissemble now ; 
I resume my civil duties : — 
Here, Don Juan, still remain 
In confinement. 

MEKDOZA. 

I, in all things 
Will obey you. 

OOBBEGinOB, to ALYABO and YALOB. 

You retire.* 

MEin)0ZA. 

And if further satisfaction 
Ton require .... 

COBBEeinOB. 

Acquaint Don Juan 
And myself when you have chosen .... 

]o:in)0ZA. 
Tou will find us with the sword .... 

COBBEOmOB. 

And by the cloak alone protected. 

\Exetmt the cobbegidob cmd me27boza. 
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TALOBy oiide. 
This, my honour can consent to ! 

ALYABO, Mtde. 

This, my valour can endure ! 

TALOB. 

Ib it for becoming Christian 
That I must receive this wrong ? 

ALVABO. 

For embracing their reliffion. 
Is it, I am tr^ted thus r 

TALOB. 

As Qod liveth, it is craven 

Not to seek for instant vengeance ! 

ALTABO. 

As Heaven lives, 'tis infamous 
That I wait yet to avenge me ! 

YAliOB. 

Heaven but give me the occasion .... 

ALVABO. 

Give me but the occasion, Fortune .... 

VAIiOB. 

If the Destinies assist me ... . 

ALTABO. 

If the Fates in pity grant it ... . 

YALOB. 

I will act, that very quickly 



42 LOTS ATTSB BSATH. 

ALTABO. 

Spain will weep a thousand times .... 

TALOB. 

The strong Yaloar .... 

ALTABO. 

The hold daring 
Of this arm so strong and powerful .... 

YALOB. 

Of the haugbtj-souled Yalores. 

ALTABO. 

Of the valiant Tuzanis. 

• VALOB. 

Have 70U heard me ? 

ALTABO. 

Tes, and echoed. 

TALOB. 

Let us end the tongue's weak language, 
And with hands begin to speak I 

AIiTABO. 

Who opposes such beginning ? IJSaeunt 
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ACT !!.• SCENE I.— th» oamp ot dow JOHir 

OV AIT8TBIA, AT THK TOOT 07 THE ALPUJAEBA 
HOUirrAIKS. 



jL flourish cf trumpets — Enter BOir JOHir qfAuttria 
. and jiOTi jTTAir ds laavjiOZA., preceded by a nu- 
merous retinue of soldiers. 

DOir JOHK. 

O rebel mouDtain ! O dislojal sight, 

Whose sayage wildness, whose stupendous height, 

Whose towering structure, whose untamed estate. 

Pressing with unimaginable weight 

Upon the crushed earth lies — 

Contracts the air and limits even the skies — 

Infamous haunt of thieves, 

Whose pregnant womb with embrro lightmngs 

heaves. 
Here to be bom and nursed 
But soon o'er Africa with thunderous rage to burst, 
This is the day, this is the fated day, 
On which thou must for thy dark treason pay. 
Because to-daj in me are blent 
At once my vengeance and thy punishment. 
So blent, indeed, that jealous Fame withdraws. 
Nor crowns this triumph but with slight applause ; 
As if the heavens would say 
That this is not to conquer, but to slay : — 
Since neither glory, nor the laurel leaves 
My valour can demand. 
Because I humble a vile herd of thieves, 

* Three yean are supposed to elapse between the first and 
second acts. 
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And subjugate a robber band : — 
This therefore makes me from the future claim 
More an avenger than a conqueror's name — 
But I would know from what a spark this clear 
Elame of revolt burst forth so fierce. 

MEITDOZA. 

Then hear : 
This, heroic Austrian eagle, 
Is the mighty Alpujarra, — 
Is the natural rustic rampart — 
Is the barbarous protection 
Of the Moors, who there attempt 
(111 prepared for such achievement). 
Like Pelayo's mountain forces, 
To reconquer Spain once more : — 
It is difficult from its height — 
Intricate from its craggy wildness — 
Impregnable from its situation — 
And invincible from its strength : — 
Fourteen leagues it stretches lengthways. 
But including all the distance 
In its circuit, more than fifty : — 
For between its opposite points 
There are vales that beautify it — 
Fruitful fields that fertilize it — 
Flowery gardens that delight it : — 
All its breast is peopled over 
Thick with villages and hamlets, 
Which at evening, when the sunset 
Sheds a glimmering twilight round, 
Seem like giant cliffs arising 
From the midst of concave rocks. 
Which in falling from its summits 
Hung suspended on its slopes : — 
Of all these, the greatest are 
Gabia, Beija, and Galera, 
Chosen arsenals of the three 
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Chiefiams, who the others govern ; 

It containeth thirty thousand 

Moorish soldiers, without counting 

Or the women, or the children : — 

And upon this fertile pasture 

Flocks and herds unnumbered feed, 

Though their own support arises 

More from simple fruits than flesh-meats — 

Wild fruits frt)m the tree, or dried ones — 

Or the plants thej cultivate. 

Since, not onlj from the furrows, 

But from the rocks themselves, a tribute 

Of the green herb do they draw ; 

For so skilled in amculture. 

And so studious of its secrets 

Are they, that their spades impregnate 

Even the rocks, and make them yield. 

As to the cause of the rebellion, 

Since in that I took a part, 

I beseech ^ou, t}iat in silence 

You permit my tongue to rest ; 

Though 'tis better to acknowledge 

That I was myself the cause, 

Than to say, it was occasioned 

By severe and cruel edicts 

That were made for their repression : 

Better I should bear the blame 

Than a higher name be censured ; 

But whatever the occasion. 

Whether the offence I gave — 

As I've said, my lord, or whether 

It was that Valor, the day 

Following that on which we quarrelled, 

Was, on entering the council, 

Questioned by the alguazil. 

And a dagger that he carried 

Hid beneath his cloak, drawn forth, — 

Or, the penalties they suffered 
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Growing more and more severe 

Erom the ordinances issued 

B J the court from day to day, 

Drove them so to desperation, 

That they planned this insurrection,^^ 

So it was : for they retired 

With their arms, supplies, and money^ 

And the three years, that this treason 

Hath continued, it hath been 

Kept inviolate by this people ; 

Which is surely wonderful. 

That among those thirty thousand 

Men assembled for this purposoi 

Not one traitor could be found 

Base enough to tell the secrets 

Which those many days conceal* 

With what ignorance, what error 

Did he speak, who said a secret 

Was in danger when three knew it ? 

When there's none with thirty thousand 

Interested to preserve it :-*- 

The first thunderbolt that issued 

Prom this lightning-^forged amid 

These Etnean clifEa and caverns — 

Were bold thefts, were bloody murders-— 

Eobberies of many churches — 

Insults, sacrileges, treasons,^* 

So that soon, Granada, bathed 

In its blood, complained to Heaven 

That it was the sad arena 

Of dark tragedies and woes. 

Quickly was a cure attempted 

By the civil power, bat soon 

Seeing how 'twas scorned and outmged, 

AH united for defence i 

Then the sword replaced the white witaid, 

Then respect gave way to force^ 

And in civil war was ended 
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What resistance but began. 
The corregidor was murdered, 
And the city, now awakened 
To the danger, called to arms 
All the force of the militia : — 
This did not suffice, since always 
(Such success hath noyelty) 
Fortune smiled upon their banners ; 
So that all of war's mischances 
!Frowned maUguly upon ours ; 
Ah ! how heavy I how appressive 
Are those favours, since from them 
Never have they turned averted F 
Apprehension grew on our side — 
Pride and daring grew on theirs, — 
Till from all sides dangers threaten. 
As 'tis known that they are waiting 
Aid from AW-'tis pkin 
That when hither comes this sucoofur. 
In the stopping of its entrance 
We our forces must divide ; — 
More than this, it must be thofught oi^ 
How the slightest accident 
In a moment, may the other 
Moors of Spain unite with them ; 
Since all those of Estremadura, 
Of Valencia and Castile^ 
Wait but tidings of sorme triumph 
Ere they openly pronounce ; 
Eut that you may know this people 
Setter, that they're wise as Mave^ 
Nor without political sciene^ 
Hear from me how they are ruled :— 
Which from time to time was told us 
By some spies, on whom we seized ; 
Tne -first act on which they treated 
Was the choosing of a cbiel^ 
And aa in Urn proud eleetiim 
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There was rivalry between 
Don Fernando and another 
Man of equal noble birth, 
Don Alvaro Tuzani, 
Thus proposed Don Juan Malec, 
That the former should be king, 
And that he should wed the lovely 
Isabella Tuzani, 

Sister to Alvaro : — oh ! [Ande, 

How it pains me ! how it galls me ! 
To recall to mind the name 
Of this Tuzani, thus honoured 
Next in place unto their king, 
Since for queen thej chose his sister : — 
When Val<5r was crowned, the first 
Of his acts was the opposing 
Every way the royal edicts, — 
That his subjects might the sooner 
Beassume their nation's rites — 
It was ordered that no Christian 
Name be used, nor even the worship 
Of the Christian faith allowed : — 
And to give himself the example. 
He at once assumed the ancient 
Name of Abenhum^ya, 
!From the kings of C6rdova 
Whose pure blood he doth inherit. 
He commanded too, that no one 
Should in conversation use 
Aught but the Arabic language, 
• Nor be seen in any dress 
But the Moorish — ^nor acknowledge 
Any but Mahomet's sect :— 
After these, his next endeavour 
Was, to re-divide his forces ; 
And Galera, that proud city 
Yonder, which first meets your eye— 
Whose high walls and deep-sunk trenches 
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Nature fuhioned with such skill. 

That it neyer can be conquered 

But with great expense of blood. 

He has given in charge to Male<H- 

Malec, who is Clara's father-^ 

Clara, now Maleca called : — 

Tuzani received GU>ia 

Named the Proud, while he in Ber^ 

Holds his court — the heart that quickens 

All this giant mass of stone : — 

Thus, as far as we are able 

To discoTer, are they placed. 

This, then, is the Alpujanra, 

Whose stupendous summits seem 

As if they would hurl them headlong 

Down to kneel before thy feet. 

noK jomr. 

Your monitions are, Don Juan, 
Worthy a Mendoza, as 
Of thyself : — thou'rt doubly loyal — 
But what drums are those 1 hear P 

[A sound qf drums is heard, and earious 
bodies of, troops are seen passing. 

MJffUDOZA. 

19oldiers, that on their arrival 
Seek the must^vrc^, my lord. 

DOK JOSJSL 

Whence this troop ? 

MSITDOZTA. 

'Tis &om Oranada 
And the neighbouring countiy, which 
The Henil waters. 

nOK JOHK. 

Who commands it t 

TOL. II. B 
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HEKSOZA, 

The Marquis de Mond^jar, who 
Is the count too of Tendilla : — 
Of the Alhambra, and the country 
Bound about, perpetual warden, 

DOIT JOHK. 

The Hoor in Africa doth tremble, 

When he but hears his name. What's this ? 

'Tis a band of troops from Murcia. 

3)019' JOHH. 

Who has got the command of those ? 

MSITDOZA. 

The great Marquis de los Belez. 

DOB" JOHlfr* 

Let his fame and his achievementei 

Be his name's bright coronal. [^Drums. 



HSSDOZA, 

This detachment is from Baeza, 
And it has for its commander 
A brave soldier, one to whom 
!Fame is owing manj a statue 

As eternal as his glory : 

M7 lord, 'tis Sancho de Avila, 



nOK JOHB", 



For the praise that he deser?eth, 
*Tis but little to declare, 
Simply that he is the pupil 
OftiheDukQofAlya,who 
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Taught him in his school to oonqaw. 

But neyer how to be Bubdued. [Drumi. 

icnrBOSiL. 

The foot-soldiera now advancing 
Are the veteran troops of Flanders, 
Which descended for this exploit^ 
To the Henil from the House — 
Pearls with pearls thus interchanging. 

nOK JOHK. 

Who doth come with it ? 

HXITDOSA. 

A wonder 
Of nobility and valour, 
Don Lope de Figueroa, 

BOK JOHK. 

Hanjr stories have been told me 
Of his courage and his patience, 
One so great and one so small, 

VXSTDOZJi, 

Being b j the gout impeded. 
He impatiently endures 
Giving such inactive service 
To your highness in the war. 

DDK jomr. 
Truly I desire to know him« 

JSfUer DOK iiOPi ns houbboa. 

Then I tow to God, your highness 
Has not one minutest atom 

i2 
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Of adrantage over me ; 
Since 'tis but to see me sometime 
Striye to kneel thus at thj feet, 
That these legs I have put up with. 

noir JOHN. 
^ How do you feel yourself? 

IiOPB. 

As one 
Who to serre you, comes from Flanders 
Here, my lord, to Andalusia ; 
And it is no needless duty, • 
Since if you won't eo to llanders, 
Flanders then must come to you. 

POK JOHir. 

May Heaven grant me yet this favour ! — 
Do you lead brave troops i 

LOPX. 

So brave 
That were this wild Alpujarra 
Hell itself, and were Mahomet 
Its commander.in-chief in person, 
They, my lord, would enter in ; — 
Those excepted, who are gouty. 
Who could climb not up the diffs : — 

For they come [A voice withtn. 

Betirel detain thee 1 — 

GABCXS, within. 
Pass I must ! so stand aside. 

Ikhter OABOES, with ALcrzcirz on his shoulders. 

:Das( 90Ksr. 

What is this? 
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Mj rounds pnnuing 
On the dope of thia Sierra, 
I, methought, amid some branches 
Heard a noise, and looking there, 
I this do^ discovered lurking 
As in ambusca^ amongst them, 
Plainly with a spy's intent : — 
With mj musket-strap I tied him. 
And that he mifht bark some tidings, 
I have brought him on mj shoulders. 

LOPX. 

A good soldier 1 as G-od liveth ! — 
Are there more of them like this P 

exBCXS. 

Does your lordship then imagine 
It is orHj out of fianders 
That good soldiers come P 

ALCtrzorz, aside. 

The matter, 
Alcuzcus, looks rather serious, 
And already Adam's apple 
Seems to tighten in jour thfoat. 

nOK JOHK, to aABCBS. 

Now that I remember, soldier, 
Who you are, a valiant exploili 
Like to this, appears not new« 

OA&OSS. 

Oh I at what a little cost 
Princes can reward brave actions I 
By a word of praise 'tis iom ! 
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DOIT JOHK* 



Approach* 



To me do 70a say it ? 



Tes. 



DON JOHir. 



ALcrzcirz. 



The honour is too great 
To approach you any nearer : — 
I am better here. 

DDK JOHir. 

Tour name ? 

. ALCuzcvz, aside. 

Here a little caution *8 needful : — 

Alcuzcuz, a poor Morisco, [Ahud, 

Who by force was carried here 

To this cursed Alpujarra — 

Being a Christian in my heart — 

Knowing all about the Credo, 

The Trinity and the Daily Bread — 

The Salve Kegina, and the other 

Pourteen Commandments of the Church : 

'Twas for saying to my comrades 

That I would a Christian be, 

That they wanted all to kill me, 

So I fled, or ran, or flew, 

Till I met with him who took me. 

When I yielded myself up : 

If you spare my Hfe, I'U tell you 

All the plans they're plotting yonder,' * 

And will show you how to enter 

By the montntam unperceiyed. 



£OTX AITBB BXA.9S. '55 

DOHT JOHK. 

Thongli I think that lie is lyingy 
It is possible that he 
Tells a little tmth. 

HIin>OEA. 

Who questions 
But some Christians still are there ? 
I myself have known a ladj 
Who was carried there by force. 

noir joHir. 

Let us neither be too trusting, 
'Not too doubting ; Gkurces, thou 
Take the charge of thine own captive. 

OABOBS. 

Yes, be sure, I^U guard him welL 

1 

PON JOHK. 

We shall soon see if the stoiy 
Which he tells is true or false. 
Let us take a turn, Don Lope, 
Through the quarters of our troops, 
And consult upon the best way 
To begin the attack. 

MSKDOZA. 

Tour highness 
Sees what's right, for though this war 
Seems indeed of trifling moment. 
It is most important, smce 
There are matters like the present. 
Which when gained confer no honour. 
But when lost inflict disgrace ; 
Antt it therefore doth behove us 
To attend to things like these — ~ 
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Not 80 much to gain new laurels, 
But to lose not what we have. 

\Sxeunt all hut eABOHS and A]#017ZOUZ. 

GABCXS. 

Welly friend, what shall I call you ? 

ALOTTZOUZ. • 

Eioe; 
Since my name among the Moriseos 
Was plfun AlcuBCUE, among 
Christians it is E*ice ; 'tis proper, 
Since I change mj Moorisn pottage, 
I should get a Christian name. 

GABCXS. 

Alcuzcuz, jou are my captiye ; 
Tell me iruth. 

AIiCUZCUZ. 

With all my heart. 

GABOBS. 

YoQ but now assured bis bigbneea 
John of Austria 

Axcirzcxrz. 

Was it be? 

GABCBS. 

That you could point out a passage 
To this proud Sierra's heart* 

AXCUZCUZ. 

Yes, my master. 

GABOXS. 

Though 'tis certain 
That he cometh to subdue it^ 
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With the Marquis de Iob Beles — 
With the Marquis de Monddjar, 
With Don Lope de Figneroa, 
And Don Sancho de Avila, 
I am anxious that the entrance 
To these mountains he should owe 
Solely unto my exertions. 
Ouide me thither, I'm impatient 
To examine and explain it. 

ALoirzoirz, aside. 

t must someway trick this Christian, 
And hj giving him the slip^ 
Gam the AJpujarra : — come then 
On with me* 

«iJlCIS. 

Just wait a litUe^ 
For within this guardhouse here, 
I deposited mj ratiofus 
When I went on guard this monuD^ 
And I'm anxious to reffain them ; 
In mj saddle-hags I'll hring them 
(That no needless time he wasted), 
Tbus we may upon our journey 
Eat and' walk at once. 

AiiOirscirE. 

So he it. 

Lotus go. 

ALCirzorz, aside. 

O saint Mahomet, 
Thou wilt he my only prophet^ 
Guide me, and I'll go to Mecca. 
Ah ! that's nothing to a man 
Who is. always pil^nmizing. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE n.— -A BBATTTrPTIL MOUNTAIK DISXRICl?. 
Oir THE BIDE OP A GSKTLS HILL ABE BEATSD 
DOK rEBirAS3)0 TALOB (aBEKHTJMEYA) AJSTB 
BOKirA ISABELLA TTJZANI (lIDOBA). A OBOTTD 
OF HOOBS AND HrBICLOrS ABB SEEN ATA LITTIiE 
DISTANOE. 

ABENHXTHETA. 

Here amid these fragrant bowers, 
Twined of thyme and mountain heather, 
Where the Spring has called together 
The rich Cortez of her flowers — 
"Where the ground is overstrown 
With emendd leaves and buds of gold, 
And our ravished eyes behold 
Tl\e queenly Sose ascend her throne — 
Here, Lidora, thou canst rest-^ 
My beauteous spouse — ^a tranquil hour, 
While, perchance, sweet music's power 
May charm the sadness from your breast. 

LIDOBA* 

Ah ! ihy valiant lord, no narrow 
Fame for thee is Fate bestowing, 
Not alone for thee are growing 
Victor oaks in Alpujarra; 
The laurel, .too, shall bloom for thee — 
The sacred tree that loves the plain — 
When the wail of conquered Spain 
Shall proclaim thy victory. 
No, my lord ; *tis not disdain 
Of your grandeur, your affection 
Makes me feel the deep dejection 
Weighing on my heart and brain ; 
*Tis the price at which we buy 
Joy's divine but fleeting treasure — 
Never comes "the light of pleasure 
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But the shade of grief is nigh : 

This alone, my lord, belieye me, 

Is my secret cause of anguish — 

'Tis for this alone I languish ; — 

(Ah ! that I could so deceiye me !) ^ [^Ajride. 

Thus changeful Fate with power malign 

Wounds and heals my doubting breast — 

I must be sad for being blest — 

And must be blest for Being thine. 

ABXKHXTMETA. 

If such a cause as this control thee, 

And thou art sad from too much gladness, 

I must feel the joyful sadness 

That I neyer can console thee. 

Neyer can this grief decay, 

Ne'er can cease this sweet dejection, 

Since your power and my affection 

Must be greater eyery day. 

But sing, sing, in notes of gladness. 

Sing the beauty of my bride,— 

Eyer haye been close allied 

Music and such happy sadness. 

{^The munciani nng, 
" There is little need to say 
"Whose thou art, sweet joy diyine. 
Since *tis plain thou tnust be mine 
By the shortness of thy stay." 
[i£ALXC etUers and advances to speak to 

ABEITHIJMETA. TTTZAlrf (©OK ALTAEO) 

mid MALXOA (noKKA citABA) appear in 
the Moorish costume at opposite sides of 
the stage, and remain there without ad- 
vancing* 

• • JCAXJBOA* 

*' There is little need to say 
Whose thou art, sweet joy diyine— [AMe, 
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TTTZAirf. 



" Since 'tis plain thou must be mine 
By the shortness of thy stay." 

[The instruments continue to play during the 
remainder of this scene. 

What a strange and moumfol feeling 
Has this song awakened now ! 

TtrzAirf. 

At this voice, I know not how, 
Terror through my breast is stealing ! 

ICALBCA. 

When to treat about my marriage, 
Hither came my lord and &ther. 

When I hoped Love's fruits to gaiJier, 
Afber many a sore miscarriage. 

ICjIXECA. 

Ah ! my joy — ^the sweet notes say — 

TUZAKf. 

Ah ! my hope, this fate is thine — 

[Both sing with the nkuficians. 
Yes 'tis plain thou must be mine 
By the shortness of thy stay. 

KALEO. 

Since, my lord, the light of Love 
Shineth through the smoke of Mars— « 
As the Hght of evening stars 
Through the passing douds above^* 
I have come to tell to thee, 
That to-day I wed my daughter. 
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ABnrHUMxrA. 

Of the many that hare iought her. 
Who is then the &Toured he f 

ICALSO. 

Tuzani, Lidoia*a brother. 

ABINHUMIETA. 

Ah ! thou hast selected duly, 
Since I know how long ana truly 
They have been fSsdthful to each other. 
Tot them Love shines not dark or dim, 
Not yet a doubtful fate doth giye — 
J3[e without her can never liye. 
And $he must perish without him. 
"Where are they both ? 

[rvzxsi and malxoa approaeh. 

ICALECJL. 

Behold me here, 
Glad at thy feet. 

And I am thus 
Proud, that you stretch your hand to us. 

ABBITHITMSTA. 

Gome, let my arms embrace ye near ; 
And since the sacred Alcoran 
(Beneath whose law we all unite) 
Prescribes alone this marriage rite, 
That to the woman, by the man, 
Some bridal gifts presented be, 
Thus, Tuzam, some gifts of thine 
Qiye to Maleca, the divine. 

Ah ! they are all too poor for thee, 
Por thou art such a peerless one — 
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Brightest of aU that brightest be^- 

That to give diamonds unto thee 

Is to give light unto the sun. 

Here is a Cupid all complete, 

Arm'd with ms bow and arrows keen, 

And yet the conquered god is seen 

To kneel submissive at thj feet. 

Here is a string of pearls, to twine 

Around thy beauteous neck of snow^ 

Tears of the Dawn, which vet must flow 

To find her face outshone by thine. 

Here is an eagle fair to see. 

Of emerald green — Hope's favourite hue— 

That bird alone that dares to view 

Th' unclouded sun, will gaze on thee. 

This ruby chain perchance thou'lt wear 

Amid thy tresses dark and smooth — 

I need it not ; my chains, in sooth, 

Are thy sweet smiles and curling hair. 

And these memorials may — ^but no, 

I cannot ask so cold a lot — 

If thy own heart recall me not 

To these, that bliss I would not owe, 

MALEOA. 

Tuzani, these gifts I take. 
And, grateful for thy love, I vow 
To prize them all my life, as now, 
And keep and wear them for thy sake, 

LrDOSA. 

And I congratulate you both 

Upon the happy vows youVe plighted^ 

MAUBO* 

Come, let their hands be now united — 
The sweet reward of hearts not loth. 
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TxrisAirf. 
All ! deareflt, at thj feet I li< 



MALSCA, 

Naj, let my arms henceforward be 
A lasting cnain for love and thee. 

TIJZAirf. 

And I amblest! 

HALBOA. 

And so am 1 1 
[M ihe moment their handi meet^ a itmnd of 
drums it heard. 

ICALSO. 

^0 Moorish tabonrs give the sound, 
The starring sound that hither comes. 
No ! 'tis the sound of Spanish drums 
That thunders through the mountains round. 

TVZJJSfL 

Alas ! this sound forebodeth woe. 

ABSNHIJIOBTA* 

stop then the bridal, till we see 
What this new circumstance may be. 

titzan!. 

Mj lord, and hast thou yet to know 
That there can be nothing newer. 
Nothing stranger now than this. 
That my heart can feel a blisa 
E?er fated to endure P 
Scarcely on my heart and lips 
Hope's bright sun outbeama again. 
When the duaky arms of Spain 
Hide ita light in darkedipsel 
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Unter alottzouz mtk the saddM>ag9 on his 

shoulder. 

ALorzcTiz. 

Thanks to Allah ! and Mahomet ! 
At your feet again I'm seen. 

TVZASi. 

Alcuzcuz, where have you beea? 

AXiCVZCVZ. 

Oh ! I ran like any comet. 

What has happened to you P 

ixcrzoirz. 

Being 
On my post to-day, post-haste 
I waa seized behind my waist 
By a man, without my seeing ; 
With two others then I trod 
On, until at last they brought me 
To Don John, who a Christian thought me, 
Because I said I bdiered in Gt>d ; 
So they doomed me not to die, 
But with a soldier to remain. 
Who does not wash himself in yain. 
Scarcely had he learned that I 
Knew a pass that lay amid 
The Alpujacra hills, when he 
Wished at once the place to see ; 
Prom his comrades ne lay hid^ 
And giring me his saddle-bags. 
In which his daily rations iay^ 
We in secret toot our way 
Between the moimtain's winding crags; 
But when we reached the lonely wood 
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I fled along a mountain hollow, 

And he, not wishing there to foUow, 

Lost both hia prisoner and his food ; 

For when he ventured to pursue, 

A Moorish trumpet that hard by 

Bang out, persuaded him to fly : 

So I bring this news to you. — 

The foe, that mighty son of Mars 

Don John of Industry* doth lead, 

And, 'tis said, accompanied 

By the great Marquis of Mondayjars, 

And also the Marquis of Bellies, and 

He who brings the Flemish diploma, 

Don Lop6 de Figure de Boma, 

And Sancho the Devil, the last of the band, 

Who to-day to the Alpojarro 

Come to attack you. 

▲BXITHTJliETA. 

Cease ! no more ! 
They shall find ere the day is o*er 
My wrath can fly like a winged arrow. 

LIDOEA. 

And lo ! on yonder mountain height, 
From which the sun's last rays are fled, 
Fearing to stain its vesper red. 
Fearing to waste its golden light, 
I see a mighty myriad band. 



* Throughout the play, the languaee of Alonzouz in the 
origiiuJ \b oompoaed of total gibl^riBn, or broken Spanish. 
In the above instance, he mispronounces the names of the 
leaders of the Christian army, Don John of Austria, the 
Marquis de Mondejar, the Marquis de Belez, Don Lope de 
Figoeroa, and Don Sancho de Avila^ in the way I have 
endeavoured to imitate. 

VOL. II. F 
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Whose arms and flags the sight confuse — 
Eeplacing evening's absent hues — 
Treading our sacred mountain land. 

MALXOA. 

A mighty host we plainly see 
G^ranada' leads this deed to do. 

ABXKHUMXTA. 

Many worlds were all too few, 
If they mean to conquer me : — 
Though the hero who doth plan it, 
And treads our labyrinths one by one, 
Instead of the fifth Charles' son. 
Were the son of the fifth planets 
Eor though their valour now presumes 
To gild th' horizon with strange fires, 
Those rocks shall be their funeral pyres — 
These mountains soon their awM tombs. 
And since at length draws nigh the hour 
We long have sought for — ^let us stand 
Beady prepared, with sword in hand, 
Impatient for his approaching power ; 
And so m^ friends, as we are three. 
Let us divide and wait the foe. 
You, Malec, to Galera go ; 
You to G-abia, Tuzani ; 
And I in eiia shall remain. 
He who on whom the attack shall fiedl. 
By AUah's wiU— on Allah caU, 
Nor shall the call be made in vain — 
Gk) to Gkbia, and the f^te 
Which glory from thy love hath ta'en, — 
We, when the victory we gain, 
With greater joy shsll celebrate : — 
[Exeimt all hut tttzak!, maleca, alcijz- 
cuz, and beatbios. 



I 
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KALICA. 

" Ah, there's little need to say 
Whose thou art, sweet joy divine ! " 

" Since 'tis plain thou must be mine 
By the shortness of thy stay ! '* 

ICALBOA. 

Joys, alas ! too early doomed, 
Dying ere their birth was known. 

tuzakI. 

Boses plucked ere they were blown, 
Sweet flowers withered ere they bloomed. 

MALECA. 

So enfeebled, so prostrated, 
That a breath has laid thee low. 

TUZAlrf. 

What thou art my heart doth know, 
Vain my lips aloud should state it. 

MALECA. 

'Tis when thou dost fly away 

That my longing heart pursues thee : — 

Since I am about to lose thee, 
Whose thou art thou need'st not say. 

MALECA. 

Joy of some fond heart forlorn. 
Too soon thou lefb that aching side — 
Abortive birth that thus hath died 
Even in the moment it was bom ; — 
If through accident or scorn 

1-2 
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My breast thy fickle wing decoys, 
To him whose peace thy flight destroys 
Betum with flattering pinions faster, 
Leave me, and re-seek thy master, 
Delusive dream, — sweet joy of joys ! 

TTJZ^. 

Scarcely did I thee possess 
Bapture, when upon thee fell 
Death, it were no miracle 
Were thy short life even less : 
I was wUd with happiness, 
Now with melancholy pine — 
Ah ! how fair doth rapture shine. 
Seeking thus another's breast. 
Pain ! — ^how deep thy sting is press' d 
On my heart, because thou'rt mine ! 

MALECA. 

Joy, although a dream to me, 
Still thy shade is worth possessing. 

TUZAlrf. 

Since thou twice canst give a blessing, 
And but once a misery. 

MALEOA. 

Twice from this day thou wilt be 
A rapture-giver : — 

THE TWO. 

When thou curest 
G-riefs that only thou canst banish. 
But thy other power is surest .... 

TUZAUf. 

In the speed with which you vanish .... 
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MALSCA. 

In the little thou endurest : — 

TUZAKf. 

Thus in long soliloquy, 
Dear Maleca, have I spoken, 
Since my trembling accents broken 
Had no power to speak to thee. 
Since my heart was doomed to see 
Hope's victorious palm that hung 
Budding o'er it — thus outflung 
"Withering ere it bore one leaf, — 
And so was silent : — the heart's grief 
Can not be spoken with the tongue. 

MALEOA. 

Still to speak is a free action, 
For the tongue may silence keep — 
But to hear is not so cheap — 
And is proof to all attraction : 
Since so great is my distraction, 
That the functions of the ear 
Seem to fail and disappear ; 
Call not grief like this, then, weak, 
Since you have not power to speak. 
Nor have I the power to hear. 

ttjzanI. 

The king to Oabia sendeth me, 
Thou to GkJera must remove. 
My honour, struggling with my love, 
Scarcely can act its tyranny ; 
Let it awhile thy dwelling oe 
My darling wife, Maleca mine, 
And may the pitying heavens incline 
The minds of those whom we await — 
To try their power upon the gate 
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Of proud Ghkbia, since 'tis mine — 
Not of GkJera, since 'tis thine : — 

• 

KALECA. 

Can I not see th^ then, or know 
Aught of thy welfare, till this feud 
G-ranada shall at length conclude ? 

TUZJLSi. 

Ah ! yes thou must, for I shall go 

From one to the other, to and &o. 

Each wished-for night— two leagues shall not 

Prevent my visiting the spot 

Where my heart's wishes fly before. 

MALEOA. 

I know that love's strong wings can soar 
Even with the speed and height of thought ; 
I, to the postern shall repair. 
And wait thee 'neath the wall's protection. 

TUZANf. 

And I, secure in thy affection. 
Shall every night rejoin thee there. 
Now one embrace by which to swear. 

\_8oimd of drums. 

MALECA. 

The drums announce the squadrons move. 

TUZAld. 

Alas ! the time : — 

MALECA. 

What pangs I prove ! 
Oh ! how I suffer ! 
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How I sigh ! 
Is this to love ? 

ICALXOA. 

It is to die ! 

Is it then more to die than love P 

[^The^f go outy leaving alouzcttz and zi.BA 
(bsatbioe) hehmd them. 

ZAJUL. 

Alcuzcuz, come hither, for we 

Can now converse without molestation. 

ALOVZOrZ. 

Little Zara, this invitation, 
Is it to the saddle-bags or me P 

ZABA. 

Still wilt thou be the gayest of wags, 
Laughing when all around thee are crying P 
Listen to me : — 

ALCUzorz. 

You are not replying 
If this is to me or the saddle-bags. 

ZABA. 

It is to you ; but since I see 

You doubt of my love — a shame and a sin — 

I wish to see what they carry within. 

AIiOUZCUZ. 

Then it loae to the bags, and not to me : — 
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ZABA, examining. 

This is pork — ^you're damned in a minute, 

For carrying such an unholy load — 

This is wine too, securely stowed, — 

Bless me ! there's nothing but poison in it, 

Which I do not desire to touch, 

Nor eyen to see. Take care of thy breath, 

Alcuzcuz, for this will be death. 

If they are able to prove as much : — 

ALCTJZCTTZ. 

Why there seemeth more than a foison 

Of venom here, and we must believe it, 

Since Zara says so, we must receive it 

As such, since she is so skilled in poison; 

And the best proof that these are not eatables 

Is that Zara had power to resist them — 

A tooth like Zara's would never have missed them, 

Skilled and knowing as she is in sweetables, — 

That Christian scoundrel doubtless intended 

To kill, not keep me with him in slavery : 

Well ! was there ever such scurvy knavery ? 

But Mahdmet my cause befriended — 

All because I promised to wander 

As far as Mecca, to see the bones 

Of his blessed shins : — But hark, the tones 

Of the drums peal out from the battle yonder, — 

[^Drtims are heard. 
The mountain is full of troops : in haste 
I must at once to my master repair :— *- 
I wonder is there any one there 

\_To the atidience. 
Who would object this poison to taste. 
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SCENE III. — THB 0HBI8TIAK OAMP. 

JEnter poir joh^ of attstbia, don lops de 

FIGITEBOA, DON JVAJf BB MBITDOZA, IflOrcAfll^ 

af the head of their soldiers* 

HBKDOZA. 

Erom this spot we best can see 

The disposition of each fortress — 

Now that the sun declining westward 

Hangs like a jewel from the sky, 

This town which on the right hand rises 

Built on an ever-firm foundation 

Of solid rock, which has for ages 

Seemed on the point of falling down — 

Is Gtibia the proud, and that 

Which stands as proudly on the left hand, 

Whose towers and rocks of rival whiteness 

Ever compete in hue and form, — 

That is Berja : — G-alera this — 

Which is another name for galley — 

GKven to it because of its site — 

As rocks rise round it, like stony billows — 

And flowers beneath it like flowing waves — 

And the winds whistling over, mase it 

Seem to move amid waves and winds. 

DOIT JOHN. 

One of these fortresses must be chosen 
First to besiege. 

LOPB. 

Then let us see 
Which of them holds the best position 
Suitable to our present design — 
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Then let us put our hands to the labour — 
Since, thank God, it requires not feet. 

DOlSr JOHK. 

Brine me hither that Moorish prisoner, 
And let us learn at once if he 
Spoke or not the truth in this matter 
Tnat he lately mentioned to us ; — 
Where is Garces, into whose custody 
I this prisoner wholly gave P 

MEITDOZA. 

I have not seen him from that moment. 

GABCES, ufithin. 
Ah ! woe is me. 

DOS JOHir. 

See who is this. 
JSnter eAECES, hurriedly and wounded, 

GABCES. 

'Tis I, who at the feet of your highness 
Come to throw myself hau-dead. 

MEin)OZA. 

'Tis Ghtrces. 

now joHisr. 
Tell me what hath happened. 

GABCES. 

Deign your highness to pardon an error 
For my important tidings. 

nOK JOHK. 

Speak. — 
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0ABOI8. 

That Morisco lately taken, 

Giyen to me to guard, informed you, 

That he came with the intention 

To betray the Alpujarra ; 

I, my lord, desiring strongly 

To survey the pass, and be 

He who first would enter in it, 

(Honour haying an ambition 

Higher than the hope of profit) — 

Bade him point me out the way ; — 

TTi'm I followed by the lonely 

Labyrinths of the mountain-^rges. 

Where the sun each day it rises 

Is within deep cayems lost- 

Scarcely had we reached two craggy 

Hillocks o'er a deep rayine. 

When he flew with sudden swiftness 

Up the rocks, and shouting then, 

Was, as if to cheat eyen echo, 

Answered by a troop of Moors, 

Who descending with the fury 

Eyen of what they are, of dogs. 

Bushed upon the prey he brought them. 

Useless now was opposition. 

So with trickling; blood down streaming 

From my wounds, I turned and fied. 

Seeking shelter from the foliage 

Of a neighbouring wood, and there 

Saw beneath the deep foundation 

Of G-alera's walls, an open 

Yawning melancholy caye. 

In the rock on which 'tis founded. 

Which beneath the weight is doubtless 

Porced to gape, and which for eyer 

Vainly seeks it jaws to close — 

Giying me an easy entrance. 

There I lay concealed, and there. 
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Whether that they did not sea me, 

Or that buried there they thought me, 

There they left me as one dead ; 

In this manner I was able 

All the place to reconnoitre. 

And find out that this Qnlera 

Has been undermined by time, 

Which for rock-supported structures 

Is the ablest engineer ; 

And that you with little trouble 

May ignite and blow it up, 

By this mouth an entrance gaining 

To the town, without the tedious 

Process of a siege : I offer 

For one life the lives of all 

That are found within Gulera, 

For my anger cannot promise — 

For my sword cannot bestow 

Either pity to the children — 

Either on the old men mercy. 

Or respect unto the women, — 

More than this I cannot do. 

DON JOHN. 

Let this soldier be removed : IHe is led out. 

I consider a good omen, 

Don Lop6 de Figueroa 

This to learn about Oalera ; 

For I longed from the first moment 

That I heard the Alpujarra 

Held a town they called Gbdera, 

(Or a galley) to blockade it — 

To find out, as on the ocean, 

If I had the same good fortune 

With the galleys of the land. 

LOPE. 

Why delay then ? let us forward. 
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Seizing on the onter posts — 

Better hour than this, we never 

Could hare hoped : for in the night-time 

We can reach it unperceived ; — 

On ! mj squadron, to Galera ! 

A. BOLDIXB. 

Pass the order. 

AKOTHSB 80I«DI1B. 

Pass it on. 

ALL. 

To Gkdera. 

DON JOHK. 

Grant me, Heayens, 
On the land the same good fortune 
That you gave me on the sea. 
That opposed to one another — 
That great naval fight, and this 
Land engagement that impendeth, 
It may be of me declared, 
That by sea and land, one epoch 
Had two victories so alike 
That myself could not distinguish 
'Twixt the earthly and the naval — 
Which the siege and which the sea-fight. 

iJExeunt. 
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SCENE lY. — OVTSTDB THE GATXB OF 6ALEBA. 

Miter TVZAsi and ALorzorz. 

TUZAirf. 

Life and honour, Alcuzcuz, 
Do I leave unto thy keeping, 
Since you know, if they discover, 
I Ghibia left, and ventured 
To Ghdera, life and honour 
In one instant must I lose ; 
With my mare be sure await me 
Here, while I this garden enter : 
For we have without delaying, 
To return unto Q-abia, 
Ere our absence there is known. 

ALCTJZOUZ. 

Ever I am glad to serve you, 
Though I came in such a hurry 
That you did not give me time 
To deposit in my chamber 
Even the saddle-bags — depend on't 
I shall watch here without budging. 

TUZAHi. 

If you leave this, by yon heaven ! 
With your life you'll pay the forfeit : — 

Unter maleoa from a door. 

HALEOA. 

Is it thou ? 

TUZAlrf. 

Who else would ever 
Be so faithful ? 

MALEOA. 

Enter quickly, 
That they may not recognise thee 
Talking with me from the walls. [Meeunt, 
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ALOTJZCUZ. 

Well, by Allah ! I am sorry, 

Senor Sleep, I can't go with you : — 

Well, there is not a worse office 

In the world than that of pander. 

For in every other business 

We are working for ourselves, 

But in pandering, for others : — 

Ho ! there, Bess ! — ^I feel so drowsy, 

I must sha^e it off by keeping 

To my story. Oft the cobbler 

Makes himself new shoes — ^the tailor 

Makes himself at times a coat, — 

Likewise doth the cook examine 

If the fricassee be good. 

And the pastry-cook can sometimes 

Eat the pie that he has made, — 

But the obliging pander only 

Cannot turn his toil to profit, 

Neither wears the shoe he cobbles, 

Nor doth taste the pie he bakes, — 

Ho ! there, mare ; good heavens ! she's off, 

Though she knows I must pursue her : — 

Ho ! mare, stay, and do for me 

But this favour that I ask you, 

And I'll do for you as much 

Any time that you ask me : — 

Ah ! 'tis useless now to follow ; 

Alcuzcuz, a pretty business 

Have you made of this, my Mend ; 

How shall master now return hence ? 

He will kill me, it is certain. 

Since he cannot reach Gbbia 

Now in time by any means. 

Just suppose he comes and tells you, 

Bring the mare — I have it not — 

What do you mean ? The mare has fled me. 

By what road ? The hills there yonder. 
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Then I will kill yoik — Pish ! a dagger 
Is the next moment through my heart ! 
Since 'tis fated you must perish, 
Alcuzcuz, you had better choose your 
Mode of death. Let us die by poison, 
As that is easiest — ^then so be it, 
Since I am weary now of life : — 

[jETa takes out a bottle from the bag, and 
drinks. 
It is better thus to perish, 
Than to die in an ugly manner 
Bathed and smeared all o'er with blood. 
How do you feel ? Why never better, — 
Then the poison is rather weak — 
If you mean to die in earnest, 
You must take a good deal more. \_Drinks. 
He who takes poison is never chilly, 
But feels a fire in every vein ; 
Then to bum all through my interior, 
More of the poison I must take, [^Drinks. 
That I may die by little and little. 
Ah ! it now begins to work, 
Now the effect becomes apparent, 
For my eyes are troubled and glazed, 
And my brain is like a tee-totum, 
And my tongue grows thick and flabby. 
And my mouth is like hot iron ; 
But since I die, I should not leave 
A drop of the poison to kill another ; [^Drinks. 
'Tis common charity. Where the devil 
Is my mouth, that I cannot find it. 

\_Drums are heard. 

TOICBS within. 

To arms ! sentinels of G-alera, 
To arms! 

ALCT7ZCUZ. 

Eh ! what is this ! 
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But if my eyes see naught but lightnings, 
l^Hiat wonder thunders thus I hear P 

£!nter TUZAirf and maleoa, alarmed. 

^ HALECA. 

My lord, the sentinels have kindled 
Their signal watch-fires on the walls. 

TUZAKf. 

Doubtless the Christian camp is moving, 
Under the silent shade and cover 
Of the night, upon Oalera. 

MALECA. 

Fly, my dearest lord, for now 
AU the fort is in commotion. 

TFZAlrf. 

Will it be a j^lorious action 
To be told of me, that I 
Left my wife exposed .... 

MALECA. 

Oh! sorrow. 

TUZANf. 

And abandoned her in peril P 

MAIiEOA. 

Yes, because it is Ghibia 
That you must in honour guard, 
And perhaps they may besiege it 
First of all. 'Tis duly calls. 

TVZASi. 

Ah ! who ever saw confusion 
Like to this ? or in one moment 
Suffered so much pain P At once 
Love and honour call upon me. 
vol. n. Gr 



82 LOTS iJFTXB DXATH. 

MAIiBCA. 

Answer them bat to your honour. 

Ere I answer, I am hopeful • 
Tet to obey the two. 

What way ? 

TUZAirf. 

By resolving now to take thee 
With me, — for if I, in leaving 
Or in talong you, am lost, 
Love and honour both experience 
Equal fortune, equal risk, — 
Come with me, a steed is waiting — 
Swift outrunner of the wind- 
It will bear us. 

KALEOA. 

With my husband 
I may go, I hazard nothing- 
I am thine. 

TFZAKf. 

Ho! Alcuzcuz. 

ALCVZCUZ. 

Who is calling ? 

TlTZAlrf. 

I; get ready 
Quick the mare. 

ALOTTZOITZ. 

The mare P 

TUZAK$. 

Why wait thus ? 
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ALOirzcne. 

I am waiting for the mare; 

To letum she gave a promise : — 

TVZASi, 

Where then is she ? 

ALOj[JZCUZ. 

Gone off cleanly. 
But as she's a mare of honour, 
She I'm sure will soon be back. 

tuzanI. 
Bj the heavens above me, traitor ! . . . . 

ALOUZCtJZ. 

Do not touch me, keep aloof, 
For I tell you I am poisoned, 
And my very breath may kill you. 

TiTZAiri. 
I will give you now your death, 

MALXOA. 

Hold, restrain thee ! Ah ! 

\_8he interposes and is wounded in the hand, 

TVZASi. 

What's this ? 

ICALECA. 

In my effort to detain thee, 
I my hand have slightly scarred. 

TtJZAKf. 

This di^r Uooda life must pay for. 

3£Ap!CA. 

Then because 'tis mine, I ask you 
Not to/^UU him. 

g2 
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Your entreaty 
Would absolve a greater oath ; 
Does it bleed much ? 

HALEOA. 

'Tis a trifle. 

TTTZANf. 

In this handkerchief enfold it. 

MALECA. 

Since you see Fate interposes 
To prevent my flight — impart — 
And as in one day Gtilera 
Scarce will yield, I freely offer 
To go with you on to-morrow ; 
Since the secret pass lies open, 
We can leave at any time. 

TXJZAJSd. 

With that hope alone I tear me 
Prom thy arms. 

MALECA. 

May Allah guard thee ! 

TTJZANf. 

To what end, if life is hateful 
Without thee ? 

ALCTJZCUZ. 

Oh! if you want 
A good remedy to lose it — 
I have here a drop remaining 
Of the most delicaous poison. 

MALECA. 

G-o then. 



^ 
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TTTZAld. 

Ah ! how sad I go ! 

MALBOA. 

How afflicted I remain ! 

tuzakI. * 

Feeling that some hostile planet 

HALECA. 

Feeling that some adverse fate 

InrsAKf. 
Shines malignly on mj passion 

HALECA. 

Comes between me and my love 

TXJZAlrf. 

Ever riseth 

KALICA. 

Standeth ever 

TVZAJSi. 

Wakeful but for my misfortunes. 

KALECA. 

Beady with a Christian army 
Ever to disturb our joy. 

l^eunt HALECA and tt7EAKi. 

ALCUZCUZ. 

Is this death P or is it slumber ? 
Death and sleep are one they say, 
And they're right, foiuiow I know not 
If I'm dead, or only slepp ! 

ILies down and the curtain falls. 
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ACT III. SCENE I.— OUTBIDB the wallb ot 

OALBSA.. — TIME: ITIGHT. 



i 



Enter tuzakI aUme. alctjzoitz 9een sleeping ett 

one Me. 

TTJZAjrf. 

O chilly night, bo pale and starry-eyed, 

Into whose sHent care my dearest hopes confide 

The glad result of an attempt like this,— 

My soul its triumph, and my love its bliss — 

Since though your stars are beautiful and bright, 

Maleca fwr wul give a nobler li^ht, 

"When in the clasp of my enfolding arms 

The dearest prize earth holds shall fly with aU her 

charms; 
On wings of blended love and fear 
Have I with rapid flight across the land come here 
Unto Gblera — ^here unto this part, 
Where Nature works, without the aid of art, 
Lea^ labyrinths secure. 

Neither too plainly open, nor obscure. 

Which for my steed may be 

A nightly shelter ; and as no eyes see, 

I may attach him to this trunk of a tree, 

Where, by his reins alone, shall he 

Be more secure, than when on yesternight 

I gave the charge to a man 

[JEEe trips against alcuzcuz. 
How everything doth fright 

A loving breast ! An augury 

Of some impending sad event ^ 

Even my firm heart must feel this accident. 

Since the first moment that I quit my horse. 

My foot must strike against some wretched corse. 
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All I haye seen, all I haye met to-day 
Eills me with terror, horror and dismay ; 
O wretch, that here hast met thy doom ! 
O thou that hast a mountain for thy tomh ! 
The tronhles of thy state are o'er — 
'While I must struggle with a thousand more ! 

AiiOrzcxrz, awaking. 
Who is that that's walking on me? 

Can I beHeye my sight — ^my hearing P 
Who art thou ? — sj^ak ! — 

ALcrzcxrz. 

Why, Alcuzcuz, 
Whom you ordered to remain here 
With the mare, and so I haye, 
IJnobseryed by anybodjr ; — 
If you meant unto Ghibia 
To go back, why stay so lateP 
But I know that loyers always 
Are so tardy taking leaye. 

TirzAirf. 
Alcuzcuz, what brings you hither P 

ALCITZOTJZ. 

Well ! to ask me such a question ! — 

Haye I not been waiting for you 

Since the moment that you entered 

By the wall to see the lady P * 

TUZAirf. 

Who ere saw the like of this P — 
IVrom last ni^ht, you mean to tell me 
You haye waited nere P 
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ALOVEOirZ. 

Who's speaking 
Of last night ? I've been a moment 
Dozing from narcotic poison 
Which I lately took from fear, 
As my master said he'd kill me 
For permitting his good mare 
To go gadding through these by-ways : — 
But the mare has now returned, 
And the poison is not deadly, 
Praise to Alluh for the same ! — 
Therefore let us go. 

TUZAIff. 

What fooling ! 
Tou were drunk the whole night through. 

Aiicuzcrz. 

Then it must have been on poison : 
Yes 'tis easy to believe it, 
For my mouth is like a furnace. 
And my lips and eyes are dry. 
And as hard as flints— my palate 
Like to tindep—yes, the potion 
Must have been all— vinegar. 

tuzanI. 
Leave me, for it were not weU 
1 hat agam you should deprive me 

LrvS? o^l T*' *" ^®** occasion 
S^'*Vf^ I would not repeat it 
^ow this second night through thee. 



*< 
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And my only -wish in drinking 
Was to be aead — (drunk). 

{A noue ii heard within. 

TVZASi, 

A crowd 
Comes this way ; beneath these branches 
Let us hide until they pass. 

[They conceal themsehea at the eide. 

.Enter a number qfeoUiere headed hy gabcss. 

QABCES. 

This is the entrance of the mine 

Which beneath the walls extendeth ; 

Porward, forward, but in silence, 

That we may be heard by none ; 

When I apply the fire, some moments 

Let us wait, imtil the mountain 

Bursts asunder, and its ashes 

!Etise like clouds amid the air ; 

When the mine explodes, let no one 

Wait an instant, but advance 

And upon the exposed intrenchments 

Seize at once, and so maintain 

Till the arrival of the other 

Troops, who there in ambush lie 

In that dusky thicket yonder. [Exeu/nt, 

TUZAirl. 

Did you heat him ? 

ALCXJZOtJZ. 

I heard nothing. 

TTJZAIlf. 

Doubtless 'tis the night-patrol 
Circling in its rounds the mountain; 
It was well that I retired : 
Are they gone ? 
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▲LOUZOVZ. 

What, can't you see ? 

TUZAirl. 

I must now approach still nearer. 

[A report of a cannon « heard within. 
What means this ? 

ALOUZCTJZ. 

There's not a mouth 
That more clearly tells its meaning 
Than the wide mouth of a cannon 
Speaking the dead languages. 

[The mine eosphdes with tremendous noite. 

TOiOES, within. 
Aid US, Heaven ! 

ALCTJZOtrZ. 

Mahomet aid me ! 
And may Allah guard you, master ! 

tuzaitL 

It would seem as if were shaken 
On their everlasting axes, 
All the mighty sphere of crystal, 
All the huge round rocky globe. 

DOK LOPE DB riauEBOA, within. 

Now the mine is sprung, brave soldiers, 
Forward, forward to the breach. 

TTJZAIff. 

Oh ! what Etnas, MongibeUos, 
"What volcano, what Vesuvius, 
Must .these mountains have conceived, 
That they bring forth such an ofiGspring ! 
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ALCTTZC1JZ. 

yfho are you calling mansj fellows. 
And the rest of those hard names F — 
It is all but fire and smoke. 

TUZAjrf. 

O unequalled burst of terror I 

Since in sudden wild confusion 

Now the startled city bums ; 

And, to shorten all the horrors, 

Snakes of liquid pitch, and serpents 

Of explosive powder eat 

Through and through its very entrails ; 

'Tis the ruin of our Spain ! — 

It were neither like a lover. 

Nor a brave man, if to succour 

My beloved, 'mid the blazing 

City I did throw me not. 

Climbing up its walls and dashing 

All its ^ttering turrets down, 

That I mav in mv embraces • 

Bear the uir Maleca forth ; 

Then Gulera — ^then the mighty 

World itself may bum to dust. [JBrtV. 

ALClTZOrZ. 

Neither lover-like nor noble 

Were it now, in this confusion, 

Zara to desert ; what matter ? 

Being neither lord nor lover. 

And Tve had enough of both ; 

If I only save my bacon, 

(Allah, pardon me !) Galer% 

Zara, too, may bum for me. ^ lHait. 
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SCENE n. 

JEnter dok juan db meitdoza, don lope be 
PiGTJEBOA, GABGEB, and Soldiers, 

LOPS. 

Give no quarter, fire the city, 
Give it o'er to flames and blood. 

GABCEB. 

To begin the conflagration 

I shall enter. [UvU. 

PIBST SOLDIEB. 

I shall follow. {_JSadt. 

Enter malbo and some Moors fighting with ike 

Christians. 

malec. 
1 shall place my body here 
As a bastion to the ramparts 
To defend them. 

HENDOZA. 

This, my Lord, 
Is old Malec the Alcaide. 

LOPE. 

Yield thee. 

MALEC. 

Yield ! what does it mean ? 

MALEOA, within, 
Malec ! O my lord, and father ! 
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HALSO. 

'lis Maleca ; Oh, my daughter, 
That I could divide in twain ! 

MAiiECA, toiihvn. 
Ah ! a Christian's hand doth slaj me. 

MALEC. 

Then shall these too kill me here 
Unopposed, that in one moment 
Both our lives maj end at once. 

LOPE. 

Die, thou dog, and bear Mahomet 

These my compliments from me. 

[After a severe struggle the Moors are 
defeated^ and driven off the stage ; the 
conquerors re-enter with gaboes. 

FIBST 80LDIEB. 

There was never such a plunder 
Both of jewels and of diamonds. 

SECOND SOLDIEB. 

This time I am rich at least. 

OABOES. 

Kot a life to-dav was sacred 

From my sword — nor youth, nor beauty — 

Nor old feeble age escaped me ; 

All I failed in was to meet with 

That deceitful Moorish scoundrel. 

To be thoroughly avenged. 

LOPE. 

Kow that all Galera bumeth, 
It is best drawn off our people, 
Ere the flames being seen afar 
Bring help hither : — 
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To retreat: — 



KEITDOZA. 

Pass the signal 



AISL. 

Pass round the word. l^aeunt^ 



SCENE HE. — nrsiDB thb walls or galera. 

Unter TrzAirf. 

TTTZAWf. 

Through the flames that rose like mountains, 

Through the sea of blood advancing, 

Treadmg upon prostrate corses : 

Fondest love has led me hither 

To the house of my Maleca. . 

Ah ! I find it torn and shatter'd, 

Victim of a double ruin — 

Eire and sword have fallen upon it ! 

But mjr bride, my bride, where art thou ? 

n thou rt lost, let sorrow make me 

^ck to die, as slow to aid thee ; 

Where art thou my loved Maleca ? 

Ah ! my eyes discover nothing !— 

MALBOA, ivithin. 
Oh! alas! 

TrZAKf. 

■nn,: i, *v • ^^®®® mournful accents. 
Which the wmd around me scatters— 
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Sad oomplamts obscurely spoken, 

Bitter sighs, too well repeated, 

Pierce mj breast like Ughtning flashes. 

Ah. ! was oyer such affliction P 

By the glimmering light arising 

From the half-expiring embers, 

I behold a woman lying 

With her blood the fire allaying. 

Ah ! it IB — it IB Maleca — 

Sacred Heayens, bestow in pity 

Life on her, or death on me : — 

{He enters^ and returns with ka£BOA in hu 
arms, Ser hair hanas loosely about 
her, the blood flows Jrom her uxmndy 
and she is but half'drissed, 

MALBOA. 

Spanish soldier, in whose bosom 
CSruelty nor pity dwelleth — 
Pity, smce thy hand has struck me. — 
Cruelty, since death still tarries — 
Plunge again thy murderous weapon 
In my breast — 'twill be less cruel 
Than to leave me thus suspended 
'Twiit your cruelty and pity. 

TUZANf. 

Pair but most unhappy being ! 
Thou, a goddess in thy beaui^, 
Thou, a mortal in thy griefs, 
Since divinest natures ever 
Taste of earthly pangs as well — 
He who in his arms doth hold thee. 
Does not seek to take thy life. 
Ah, to saye that life he'd rather 
Lose his own a thousand times. 

HALECA. 

By these accents I discover 
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That thou art of Moorish blood. 
If my sex, my sorrow move thee 
With a double power to pity — 
Grant one favour for the two. 
In Gabia is Alcaide, 
Tuzani, my dearest husband : . 
Thither hasten thou to seek him — 
And this last embrace I give thee, 
Bear him faithfully from me ; 
Tell him that his bride, Maleca, 
Bathed and weltering in her blood. 
By a Spaniard's hand outpoured, — 
By a Spaniard, more ambitious 
Of her jewels than of honour. 
Died this day in lost Ghlera. 

TirZANf. 

The embrace which thou hast given me, 

It is needless that I carry 

To your husband ; for, alas ! 

End of all his dreams and rapture ! 

He himself is here to take it. 

MALECA. 

Ah ! this voice so well remembered — 

Voice of one so dearly loved — 

Sends new breath into my bosom, 

Makes my death supremely happy. 

Let me once again embrace thee— 

Let me die within thy arms. [Dies. 

TUZAiri. 

Oh, how much that man betrayed his 
Ignorance of human nature ; 
He who said that love doth ever 
Blend two separate lives in one ! 
If such miracles were real, 
Neither I would now be Hving, 



LOTS jOTBB bsath. 97 

'Nor wouldst thou be lying dead. 
Since, indeed, this retry moment. 
Thou by tiring, I by dying, 
Were our dertmies alike ! 
HeaTMis, th# witness my affliction, 
Monntainfl, that behold my anguiah, 
Birds, that hear my sad complainings, 
Flames, that see my bosom's sorrow. 
Why, oh ! why haye ye permitted 
That the brightest li^t is darkened. 
That the fiiirost flower has perished. 
That the sweetest breath has fiuled P 
Men, whoVe known loye's sacred feeling, 
Aid me in this deep affliction, 
TeU me, in this hour of woe. 
What is he to do, the loyer, 
Who, the night he comes to yisit 
His adored, espoused lady. 
Hoping to receiye the raerdon 
Of his lonff and MthfuTloye, 
Finds her m her young blood lying ? 
Sweetest lily eyer pictured 
On a perilous enamel ! — 
Purest gold that eyer brightened 
In the crucible of grief! — 
What ought he to do, the mourner. 
Who his bridal bed beholdeth 
Changed into a mournful tomb. 
And the goddess he expected 
Lying there a pallid corse ? 
But—no, no — ^you will not answer ; 
Aid nor counsel will you give. 
If my grief, in such misfortune, 
Will not prompt my mind aright, 
Yain is aU adyice or counsel. 
Mountain of the Alpujarra ! — 
Theatre of cowaffd slaughter !— - 
Scene of the most yile transaction !— 

TOL. n. H 
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Reld of the most Bhamefal conquest ! 
And the most degraded g^^^-- 
Never, never have your mountainfl- 
Never, never have your vaUeys, 
Seen, amid your pointed BTfmmts— 
Seen, along your flowery margins- 
One BO fair and BO unhappjl 
But of what avails complammg, 
What avails my lamentation, 
If 'tis lost in idle air ? n^ Moors. 

[Enter abbkhumbta, udoiia, and Moors 

ABBKHUMBTA. 

Though, with tongues of fire, Galera 
Called us from afar to aid her, 
We have come too late. 

LIDOBA.. 

In ashes 
See her squares, and streets, and buildings, 
And the red flames pyramidal 
Seem to rise unto the stars. 

TUZASf. 

Do not wonder — do not tremble 
That your steps have been too tardy — 
I myself have come too late ! 

jLBENHTJMETA. 

Oh ! what words of mournful boding. 
Oh ! what terror is impending ? 

ABENHUMBTA. 

What is this ? 

TUZANf. 

T>o;« -J. . , -^t is the greatest 
^ain. It IS the deepest sor^w. 
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The calamity most cniel, 
The misfortune moat profound. 
'Tia to aee expire before you. 
In a way so sad and mournful. 
Her you lo^. Ah ! thia in truth 
la all Borrowa in one sorrow — 
la the summit of misfortune- 
la the grief of every grief. 
My Maleca (ah I my sorrow, 
How canst thou proclaim the tidinga ?) — 
My Maleca, my betrothed, ^ 
la the corse so pale and bloody, 
Coldly lying at thy feet ! 
A treacherous hand, a burning brand. 
Plunged within her glowing bosom, 
And the flame of life extinguished ! 
Who will not behold with wonder 
Eire extinguished thus by fire, 
And the precious gem of life 

By the sharp steel cleft aaunder P 

You can every one bear witness 

Of this sacrilegious outrage ; 

Of this cruel wron^ — ^this horror— 

This most costly, bitter trial 

Of fatality and love. 

Be ye witnesses, henceforward, 

Of my deep, undying vengeance. 

The most oreadful, the most noble, 

That the world has ever entered 

In her chronicles of jaspar — 

In her monuments of bronze. 

Here, before this lifeless beauty — 

This weak flower — ^this fragile rose — 

Who at length doth die a wonder, 

As a wonder she was bom — 

Here with unavailing homage, 

Bending at her feet, I vow 

For her death eternal vengeance ! 

h2 
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And smce this GkJera (truly 

Well it meriteth the name !)* 

Pounders in this purple weak, 

And, 'mid flames that rise around it. 

Threatens to sink headlong downward 

Prom this peak to yonder Tales — 

Since the Spaniards have departed. 

So that the fsunt, distant beating 

Of their drams now reach us not — 

I shall follow in their footsteps^ 

Till I find, amid their army. 

Him, the wretch, that slew my bride— 

At the least his life shall answer 

My revenge, if not her death ! 

That the fire that saw the murder — 

That the world which knew 'twas done — 

That the trembling wind that listened — 

That the fortune &&t allowed it — 

That the Heavens which this permitted — 

Men, and beasts, and birds, and fishes — 

Sun, and moon, and flowers, and stars — 

Eire, and air, and earth, and wator — 

Thus may learn, may know, may publish, 

See, obseVve, ai^d compreh^d. 

That within a Moorish heart. 

That within a Moorish bosom. 

Love surviveth after Death ! 

Thus that cruel god shall never 

Boast that he had power to tear 

Two such hearts from one another ! [Exit. 

ABENHUMBTA. 

Stay ! detain thee. 

You would soon^ 
Make the lightning's flash obey. 

♦ Oalem*~4h Qalley. 
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ABBKHTJHXTA. 

Take away the lifbleas bodj 

Of tliis &ir unfortunate ; 

Be not, valiant Mends, dbheartened 

At beholding this rude Troj 

Palling thus in rustic homage 

On the horror-feeling earth. 

Or in ashes heavenward rising ; 

Since, je Moors of the Alpujarra, 

To avenge such wrongs as tnese — 

Has your king Ab^nhum^va 

Bound this sword around his loins. [JBrt^. 

LIDOBA.. 

Would to Heaven that these mountains — 

That these proud Atlantic hills — 

With the me that now consumes them — 

With the wind that beats their sides. 

Saw themselves now toppling over — 

Saw themselves with age decay-— 

That at length a termination 

Might be reached of all these woes. [Hxit. 
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SCENE IV. — THE CHBIBTIAK CAMP. 



Unter Doir johit of attstbia, dov lops se 
FiGUEBOA, DON jVjLS de mekpoza, 0fu7 soldiers. 

D0I7 JOHN. 

Since that this proud cify here, 
This Gidera lies in ruin — 
And awaiting its renewing, 
One vast phenix doth appear — 
And of all that burning sphere 
Which eternal vengeance woke— 
Seems a burning fi^&gment broke 
From the region of Qt)d*s ire, — 
A very minotaur of fire— 
A very labyrinth of smoke— 
We no longer should remain, — 
But before the morning peeps 
Over the hills, and sminns weeps 
Those tears which in the foaming main 
Turn into glistening pearls again, 
We from Galera should retreat 
And to Berja fly as fleet ; 
Since at rest I ne'er shall be, 
Till this Moorish king I see 
Dead or conquered at my feet. 

LOPE. 

If you wish, my lord, that we 

Do, at Berja, what we've done 

At Galera — ere the sun 

Sinks again, it so shall be ; 

But, as it appears to me. 

The kin^ our gracious ruler meant 

Not to destroy the malcontent 
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Who are his vassals still, bnt merely 
To chastise them — ^trae, severely— 
But blending grace with punishment. 

lOBirnozA. 

I with Don Lope must agree ; 
Cruel yet merciful, they should 
Behold you in your milder mood. 
Since they have seen thy cruelty : — 
Yes, permit them now to be 
Spectators of the heartfelt joy, 
With which by mercy's mild alloy 
Thou temperest vengeance, and so give 
A proof that valour can forgive — 
Since *tis not valour to destroy. 

nOK JOHK. 

My brother sent me, it is true. 

To pacify this rebel land. 

But witnout my sword in hand 

My anger knows not how to sue ; 

Still as he permits me too, 

To pass or punish crimes like theirs— 

The world »iall know from these affairs. 

That, as the occasion needs, 

With arms I punish rebel deeds — 

With pardon welcome humble prayers — 

Don Juan. 

MBITDOZA. 

Flease your grace ? 

DON JOHN. • 

Away 
To Berja, where Val6r, I know 
Has raised his standard ; that I go 
To Berja, upon my part, say ; 
There pubhcly in the fiace of day 
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Offer pardon or ptmiflhsieBt : 
Good and e?il e^uallj blent : 
Say, if he dothyield to me 
At discretion, I, by thee 
A general amnesly have sent 
To all the rebels — that they may 
Betum and liye with ns onee more, 
Besume the rank they held before 
This foul rebellion's &tal day. 
For all their crimes now past away. 
As things of a forgotten era — 
I shall ask no more serere a 
Punishment : if he says — ^no- 
Then on Beija I shall blow 
The burning ashes of Oalera. 

MSITDOZA. 

I go thy servant. [JQri^. 

XOPX. 

Never did 
The sack of any town I have known 
Turn out so well ; each soldier 's grown 
Bich with the wealth he found amid 
The walls. 

noir JOHK. 

And was such treasure hid 
Galera's narrow walls between ? 



LOFB. 

Let the joy that can be seen 
jvery soldier's face reply. 



LOFB 

^ov that 

In every 

DON JOHN. 

I would wi^h to give by-and-by 
Unto my sister and my queen, 
Some gift to which she could refer 
As trophy of this victory,— 
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From tlie BoldieiB I mart buy 
Some offering worthy sendipg licr. 

L071. 

I have been t pnrcbMer 
With the very same intent — 
This necklace which I bought to-day 
From one to whom it fell at play — 
I would fiun, my lord, present — 
A jewelled trophy of the event. 

DOV JOHV. 

'Tis fair, and I must not refuse, 
That you may not yourself excuse, 
Sefior, hereafter from receiving 
As readily as now thou'rt giving ; — 
Then to take, as now you choose 
To teach me how to give. 

LOFB, gMng the necklace. 

I see 
Its value, since you condescend 
To make some use of it and me* 

Enter pok alvabo tuzak!, onJiLLOvzouz, dreued 
as Spamtih soldiers ; they converse apart. 

TUZAKf. 

Alcuzcuz, I have chosen thee 

For the exploit I intend, 

As my companion and my friend. 

ALOUZOTTZ. 

You did well to trust to me : — 
Although you keep as in a sheath 
Your valorous project-^now this shyness . . . 
But hush! for yonder is his Highness. 
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Ifl tlii0 Don John P 

ALOTTZOrZ. 

It is in fiiith : — 

TUZAirf. 

A man about whom rumour saith 
Such deeds, is worthy of mine eyes. 

DOIT JOHK. 

How equal are these pearls in size ? 

TTTZASf. 

And if the reason that I mention, 
Would not account for my attention. 
Now one more potent dotn arise. 
That pearly necklace (woe is me !) 
Which in his hands (0 heayens !) I see, 
Is that which once, when Fate was kind. 
Around Maleca*s neck I twined ! 

noir JOHK. 

Let us, Don Lope, go : how he 
That soldier yonder seems enchained, 
Looking at me with eyeballs strained ! 

IiOFB. 

Who would not look so, please your grace, 
When he beholds you &ce to face ? [JEkeunt. 

TUZAlrf. 

Amazed and mute I haye remained. 

Aiiorzouz. 

Now tell me, since we are alone. 
Why from the Alpujarra near 
Haye you descended and come here ? 
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TUZAjrf. 

Soon Bhall %he caiue be dearly shown. 

ALCVZCirz. 

Yes, but the canse may not be known 
Until a greater cause naye I 
To repent that I followed thee. 

TUZAirf. 

And why P 

ALOVzorz. 

Listen and I will tell the cause : 
Lately, my lord, you know I was 
Taken a prisoner as a spy 
By a Christian soldier, now if he 
See me, he'll kill me. 

TTTZAHf. 

That can't be. 
Since no eye could now know you 
Li this disguise ; and so, we two 
May, without the slightest suspicion, 
Gk> through the camp upon our mission ; 
Christians we wiU seem to their view, 
Since naught betrays that we are Moors. 

ALCTJZOrZ. 

You, because with that tongue of yours 
You speak their language, and nerer were 
At any time their prisoner — 
And seem a Spaniard — ^this secures 
To you the safety you announce, 
But I, who know not how to pronounce; — 
I who know badly how to express — 
I a captive — and unused to niis dress, 
How am I my fears to renounce P 
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By jroiir only Bpeakiiiff to me : 
Besides, a servant will not be 
Noticed by eveiy passer-by. 

ALOUZCVZ. 

If they ask me a question? 

TVZAirf. 

Don't reply. 

ALCVZCTJZ. 

That will be rather a difficulty. 

TVZAJSi. 

Not if you wish to avoid pursuit. 

ALOUZOITZ. 

Mahomet alone could make me mute. 
Being from the moment of my birth 
The greatest babbler on the earth. 

TUZAKf. 

wild, wild love's insensate fruit ! 

1 doubt not, oh ! I do not doubt 
That men will say, that thou dost err, 
The fond — the vain idolater 

Of a bright sun that has gone out, 
Vainly thus to roam about, 
To try 'mid thirty thousand men 
One single soldier here to find. 
Whom 1 follow like the wind 
Swifb-sweeping over mount and glen. 
Without one mark to grdde my ken ; 
But deeper darkness clouding o'er ; 
Still what is one new wonder more, 
When we can naught but wonders see ? 
Well do I know, it scarce can be. 
That I, the vengeance that I swore, 
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Can execute till yean go hj — 

But what will I haye done, if I 

Only attempt the possible ? — 

Still though 'tia nigh infidlible, 

The first dear trace Tye seen in yain — 

Because to me the thing is plain — 

Whoe'er he be — the fiend or hell — 

He can't be noble, he who could 

Haye dyed his hands in woman's blood — 

It neither argues brayeiy, 

.Nor does it prore nobility — 

Not to 'view with admirafiomf" 

Not to feel with adoration — 

What in its yery self should be 

Woman's best guard — ^her loyeliness — 

O loye, in yain these signs express 

'Twas he that did that cruelty — 

Thy proofs are &l8e, it was not he. 

It was another's yile address — 

Some traitor — monster — struck the blow ! 

▲LCUZGUZ. 

Did you come here this fact to know ? 

TUZAKf. 

Yes. 

ALOTTZCUE. 

Then let us &ce about, 
For how expect to find him out — 
A man you neyer saw P 

Although 
Not sanguine, I may find his track. 

ALOrzCTTZ. 

'Tis like the letter, that some one 

Sent superscribed, " To my son John 

Who liyes near the court and dreases in black." 
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TUZAirf. 

Be Buie address not old or youDg. 

AiiGuzorz. 

Then mj thoughts I must express 
"By signs, to aU I meet with r 

TVZJLSi. 

Yes. 

ALOUZOUZ. 

Tie up, AUah ! tie my tongue ! 
JElnter some boldisbs. 

TIBST SOLDIEB. 

In this way I think the winnings 
Are divided very fairly, 
Since the man who plays for two 
Should have choice of his omi portion. 

SECOirB SOLDIEB. 

Why should not the gain be equal, 
When the loss would have been so P 

THIBD SOLDIEB. 

Yes, that seems but common justice. 

7IBST, SOLDIEB. 

Look now, I have got no fancy 
To have quarrels with my comrades 
Through an interested motive. 
Find me out a man, a stranger. 
Who will say that vou have reason 
On your side, and t am mute. 

SECOND SOLDIEB. 

Any one we meet will say it. 

Ho ! friend soldier. [To Alouacuz, 
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ALOTTSOTTZ, 

Me he speaks to !- 
And I canaot answer — Patience ! — 

THISB SOLDIEB. 

Will you not answer ? 

ALCUZCUZ. 

Ha! ha! ha! 

JIBST SOLDIBB. 

Oh ! he is dumb : — 

AiiCrzcuz, aside. 

How well they know it ! 

TUZAyl, aside. 

He will certainly destroy me 

If I do not extncate him 

'From the dilemma : brave hidak^oes, 

Pardon through your great iadiugence 

This my servant-who cannot 

Understand you, from his being 

Deaf and dumb. 

ALOUZOUZ, aside. 

I am not dumb, 
But it seems on this occasion 
Must be pique, repique, and capot, 
Tricked as it were of every word. 

7IBST SOLDIBB. 

What indeed we wished to ask him 
Is a matter that can better 
Be decided by yourself. 

TVZAJSfi. 

Oh ! I shall be proud to do so. 
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VIB8T BOXDIXB. 

ly in plfljing for us both, 
Won a certain sum of moDBy 
And this Cupid .... 

tuzanI , aside. 

Oh ! my sorrow ! 

PIBBT 80LDIBB. 

Formed of diamonds : — 

TUZAJxi, aside. 

Ah! Maleca, 
The very jewels of thy marriage 
Are relics of thy obsequies : 
How, oh ! how shall I avenge thee— 



If from one extreme to the other, 
!From the prince to the common soldier, 
Fly the proofs of thy foul murder ? 

riBST SOLDIEB. 

Coming to divide the winnings, 
I have offered him the Cupid 
As his share of what we wonr- 
But he says he wants not trinkets : 
Look now, having gaiaed the stakes. 
If I should not get a preference 
In the dividing. 

TXTZAirf. 

"With your leave 
I may reconcile the difference, 
Having come so opportunely — 
G-iving for this gem the sum 
That you won, as you have mentioned : 
But with only this condition 
That you point me out the man 
Who first owned it — to secure me 
In my purchase. 
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BIOOITD SOKDIIX. 

All that's played for 
Is to-day a safe inyestment, — 
As it forms the booty won, 
In the sac]png of Gal^ra, 
Erom these dogs. 

TVZAjAf aiide. 

heavens ! that I 
Thus should listen to this outrage ! 

ALOUZOVZ, aside. 

Oh ! that I can neither kill him 
Nor even answer what he says. 

nsST BOLnXBB. 

I will show you the first owner, 
Who, as a token, told me how 
He with other jewels took it 
From a fair young Moorish maiden 
Whom he killed. 

TXJZAJSfi, eiside. 

Ah ! woe is me ! 

EIBST SOLDIBB. 

Come my friend, and you will hear it 
From himself: — 

TVZAJsi, aside, 

1 shall not hear it. 
For the first word that he utters 
He beneath my dagger dies. — 

Let us go. [Aloud. 

yoiOBS within. 
Stand back ! 

YOL. u. I 
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OTHER TOiOBfl within. 

Away ! 

A SOLDDSB, tDUhin. 

I shall kill him on the instant, 
Though the whole world should defend ! 

AKOTHXB SOLDDBB, toitMn. 

He has sided now against us. 

AKOTKBB, ioUhin, 

Then mj comrade, kill him, kill ! — 

OABOBS, within. 
That you all should be opposed ? 

JEnter gaboss and %0JJ}rE&^, fighting. 

TUZAirl. 

Though I am alone, what matter 

So many against one ! soldiers, 

This is mfamous ; 'tis baseness ; 

Back ! or by the heavens above me 

I will force you to retire ! [They fight, 

ALOTizoTJZ, aside. 

Matters are progressing bravely, 
Here's a row without my speaking. 

A SOLDIEB. 

1 am slain ! 
JEnter dok lofe db eigtjeboa, with a guard. 

LOFB. 

What's this ? 

A BOLDIEB, to the Others, 

He's kiUed ! 
Fly, that we may not be taken. IMcU. 
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GABOIS. 

Soldier, thou haat saved mj life, 
And the debt I shall repay thee. 

[JSxit with the rest of the soUieri. 

LOPB. 

Hold there ! soldier ! 

TUZJLSi. 

I obey thee. 

LOPS. 

From the two their arms remove — 
Take his sword. 

TUZANf, aside. 

And this, O Heaven ! — 
Let your lordship be advised [Aloud. 

That I drew it but for peace-sake, 
Since the quarrel was not mine. 

LOPI. 

All I know is, at the guard-room 
That I found you with it naked 
In your hand, beside a corse. 

TUZAid, aside. 

Ah ! I see defence is useless : — 
Has it happened till this moment 
He who came (as I) to kiQ— 
Finds himself in greater danger 
For the saving of a life. 

LOPE to jUiCUZCTrZ. 

You your sword have not surrendered, — 
Gk)od ! you only speak by signs. 
But as well as I remember 
You had a tongue another time, — 
In the guard-house place these prisoners — 

i2 
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Keep these two securely there, 
Until I overtake the others. 

ALOUZouz, aside. 

Two things lately gave me trouble — 

Silence and the quarrel ; now 

If I can tot up correctly 

One, two, three, yes, three there are — 

Silence, quarrel, and a prison. 

\_Th0tf are led out. 

Enter noir johit oe axtstbia. 

noir JOHir. 
What has now occurred, Don Lope P 

LOPE. 

There has been, my lord, a quarrel. 
And a soldier has been slain. 

DOIT JOHK. 

If we did not sometimes punish 
Matters of this kind, eacn day 
"Would produce a thousand murders. 
But we must, with discipline 
Temper mercy. 

JSnter roir JUAir mxsboza. 

HEKDOZA^ kneeling. 

At your Highness* 
Feet I kneel. 

DON JOHN. 

What news, Mendoza — 
How repUes Abenhumeya ? 

KENDOZA. 

A peaceful trumpet loud I blew 
As I reached the walls of Berja — 
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And a silent mow-white banner 

Quicklj answered to the trumpet, 

Then securelj I passed onwara 

To the canopj, or rather 

Heaven of proud Abenhumeja, 

Since beside him there was seated 

Dofia Isabel his queen — 

She whose name is now lidora-*- 

(Loye ! how vainly you awaken 

Slumbering seeds of former fires !) 

They as is the Moorish custom 

Led me to a cushioned hassock, 

Giving as ambassador, 

Unto me the same precedence 

That to monarchs doth belong, 

I my embassy then opened. 

And the tidings scarce were heard. 

That you gave a general pardon, 

When through all the stroets and plazas 

Eestal joy and gladness ran — 

But the proud Abenhumeya, 

Son of valour and of pride, 

Burning with his ra|;e at seeing 

How at promise of the pardon 

Thus the fickle people changed, 

Ghive to me this haughty answer : — 

I am king of the Alpujarra — 

And although the realm is smaU, 

Soon will Spain, a larger empire. 

Lay submissive at my feet — 

If you do not wish to see him 

Lying dead, go tell Don John 

To retire witn all his forces. 

And if any base Monsco 

Wishes for this amnesty. 

Take the wretched recreant with thee— 

Let him aid in Philip's war 

Agaiiurt his kmamen-we shaU only 
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Have a foe the more to conquer : 

With this answer he dismissed me, 

And I left the Alpujarra 

Arming now in hostija bands, 

Some of them ''Spain!" ''Spain!" proclaiming, 

Some proclaiming " Africa "— 

So that now a greater nun — 

Now a greater gulf for them 

Opens wide— since feuds intestine 

Bage unchecked within their gates. 

DOTS JOHK. 

Never doth a rebel king 

Hold his power with long duration, 

Or increase ; because even those 

Who at first came flocking round him, 

Are, at last, the first to leave him 

Bathed perchance in his own blood : 

In this state is the Alpujarra ; 

So, before these human vipers 

Bite, with poisoned teeth, each other, 

Let us move the camp to Berja ; 

Let us rather conquer them 

Ere they've time themselves to conquer — 

That they may not share the glory 

Which must solely be our own. [JExeuni. 
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SCENE y. — THB IITTSBIOB OE THl GUABB- 

HOTTBB. 

JSnter dok alyabo ruzind and alcvzcxtz, with 
their handt tied behind their hacJa. 

ALCrUZOTTZ. 

The first moment now that we 
Are alone, and I can speak 
A word or two, I wish to seek, 
Sefior Tuzani, from thee, 
Whj from the Alpnjarra hill 
Came we here, both jou and I,— 
Was it to kill, or was it to die P 

TVZAJSi. 

To die, but not before I kill. 

ALCTJZCUZ. 

You ought to keep at a civil distance 
When people quiffrel and loosely aim. 

TUZAJSrf. 

Knowing I was not to blame, 

I did offer no resistance ; 

If this heart, so yielding then. 

Wished it, nothing could restrain me — 

A thousand men would not detain me. 

ALOTJZOTTZ. 

I'd trust it to the thousand men. 

TTJZAKf. 

Shall I miss then that inhuman 
Monster — shall he 'scape mine eyes — 
Who could boast he gamed a prize 
By the murder of a woman P 
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ALovzcniz. 

That in my mind is a lesser 

Eyil, than be made confer : 

Por they have ordered this — ^no less — 

What will we do with a confessor. 

Being no Christians, I or you ? 

TrzAjrf. 

Now that eyery hope is lost. 
My life a fearful sum will cost. 

AI.CTJZ0TJ2. 

Why now, what do you mean to do f 

TUZijrf. 

To kill the sentinel on the spot. 

AIiOTTZCUZ. 

With what hands ? 

TTJZAWf. 

I will not lack 
Tour teeths' sure help behind my back, 
To untie this cord's strong knot-— 
I have my dagger, which concealed 
Lies in the girdle round mv waist — 
And which the tunic round it placed 
Prevented being then revealed. 

AIiOTJZCUZ. 

Teeth and behind ! — ^well, well, the affiur 
Is not the nicest — good, my lord. 

Quickly break or loose the eord. 

AJiOTJZCUZ. 

So I am doing. 
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TUBAld. 

Hare no care. 
No one Bhall see yon. 

[ALOirzoirz. untiei the cord. 

ALCTJZCUZ. 

It has wrung 
My teeth out — ^now my turn. 

TITZAirf. 

'TIb Tain 
Now to attempt it. 

▲LCTTZOUZ. 

I remain 
Tied up at once both hands and tongue. 

JSkUer tke ssinnioL, and GABOSSy m ehaku. 

KESTUTEL. 

Your comrade, who you say, did come 
So opportunely to your aid 
So bravely with hia fearless blade. 
And his servant who is dumb, 
Are both here. 

GABOBS. 

Though I regret 
' To be arrested for this feud — 
Such a crowd my steps pursued, 
Still if it permits the debt 
Of gratitude to be repaid 
To him, to whom my life I owe — 
I shall rejoice that it is so, — 
And turn the evil to his aid — 
Go to Don Juan, go from me. 
And to my lord Mendoza say. 
How I a primner in this way 
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Ask as a gracious boon that he 
Should come to see me in this place, 
Since firom Don John I wish that he 
Would ask my life, my libertjr, 
For what IVe done to serre his Grace. 

I will tell him what you have said 
When off duty by-and-by. 

TVZAlfrf to AL0UZ0X7Z. 

Tou can look round carelesd^ 
And see what stranger now is led 
Into the prison. 

ALOTTZCrz. 

I will look : 
Gh>od Hearens : [Beco^nisea gabcss. 

TUZAirf. 

How now ? 

ALorzouz. 

That I were dumb 
Or dead, for he who now has come 



Proceed. 



Speak on. 



TUZAKf. 
ALOUZCTTZ. 

The blood my cheek forsook. 

TrZAErf. 
ALGVZGUZ. 

I cannot live, through fear 
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Explain. 

▲Lorzovz. 

My captor is — ^the man 
With whose food away I ran ; 
Doubtless he has heard I'm here, 
And has followed to this place ; 
Whether yes, or whether no, 
I shall hiae myself, that so 
He may not behold my face. 

[JSJe covers his head and lies down astf to 
sleep. 

GABOSB. 

Since indeed, although a stranger 

Neyer serving thee in aught — 

Thou hast still beside me fought, 

And snatched me &om the midst of danger — 

Soon I hope (let this elate thee) 

J^ my aid to liberate thee — 

'G^ my only consolation. 

TxrzAKf. 
Gk>d preserve thee ! 

ALCTXZcrz, aside. 

Ah! I see 
'Tis for the riot he is here, 
Like ourselves a prisoner — 
Perchance he did not notice me 
In the heat of the fight. 

eABOES. 

In fine, 
Do not thou, Hidalgo, mind 
Being here a while confined ; 
For the fault being only mine. 
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Sooner than their hands shall touch 
A hair of thine, mj life shall pay 
The debt I have incurred to-daj. 

TTJZLAjrf. 

Indeed I did expect as much ; 
But know, I do not waste a thought 
Upon my being prisoned here, 
I grieve, because I've lost, I fear 
The only object that I sought. 

Do not fear you both shall die — 
For I've heard old people tell — 
As yourselves know just as well — 
When a man, by chance, comes by 
His death, if it De perpetrated 
Bv several persons, and 'tis found 
That he received but a single wound, 
Which was not premeditated. 
For the offence out one doth pay — 
Namely the man in such a case 
Who has the most forbidding face. 

ALOIJZCUZ, oiide. 
May he be burnt who so doth say ! 

SBimjoiL. 

And so I think of all you three, 

It is the dumb man that must die : — lUxit 

ALoiTzctrz, aside. 

Truly obliged indeed am I, 
Just as if my fsyce must be 
The ugliest : — 

GABOES. 

I cannot rest 
Until from out this place I draw 
You forth to freedom. 
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jjicuzouzy atide. 

Is it law 
To put to death the ugliest ? 

OABOXB. 

May I at least the name repeat 
Of nim who saved mj life r 

TUZijrf. 

Oh! I 

Am but a soldier, come to try 
And find a man I seek to meet. 

0ABOI8. 

Your friendly courage well desenres 
That I should tell you where to go — 
What is his name r 

TUZAlrf. 

I do not know. 

OABCEB. 

What is the corps with which he serves ? 

TXTZAirl. 

I do not know it. 

GABOBS. 

His appearance P 

« 

TTJZAlrf. 

I do not know. 

GABOES. 

To find him, then, 
Among BO many thousand men, 
Methinks will need some perseverance. 

TFZAlSrl. 

And yet, an hour ago, without 
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My knowing either fonn, or name, 
Or the corps with which he came, 
I had ahnost found him out. 

GABOEB. 

These enigmas are too great 
For me to guess : but be not sad, 
For his Highness will be glad 
To serve and aid you, when I state 
The service that to me you rendered ; 
He owes me much, since, but for me 
It ne'er had been his lot to see 
Galera's bastioned walls surrendered. 
This search between us we'll divide. 
For, forced by gratitude's strong power. 
In good and evil, from this hour 
My chosen place is at thy side. 

TTJZJLSi. 

And were you then, indeed, the first 
Within Galera's walls to go P 

GABOEB. 

Ah ! would to Gk)d it were not so ! 

TVZAXrf. 

Why does the memory seem accurst ? 

GABOES. 

Because from that unlucky hour 
That first I nlaced my foot therein, 
I know not tor what deadly sin. 
Misfortune, with malignant power. 
Or Fate, or some stem star malign. 
Or Betribution's wrath, has shed 
Its baneful influence o'er my head. 
And all goes wrong with me and mine. 
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Why art thou thus so much dismayed ? 

OABCBS. 

I know not, if 'twas not that day 
On which it was my fate to shiy 
A young and beauteous Moorish maid. 
Indeed, just Heaven can do no less 
Than strike me for a deed so base, 
For heaven was copied in her £m». 

TXIILLSi. 

Was she so beautiful ? 



GABCIS. 



TUZJkjrf. 



Oh, yes. 



Alas ! unhappy spouse I But say, [Ande. 
How did this chance ? 

GABCIS. 

'Twas in this way : 
On a certain day being stationed 
Sentinel within a forest, 
'Neath the thick o'erhanging branches 
Which diffused the gloom of midnight 
Down along the sloping mountainB, 
There I seized a Moorish prisoner. 
It were tedious to discover 
How he managed to deceive me ; 
'Tis enough to say, he led me 
Far away 'mid precipices. 
Where his shouts soon called together 
All the troops of Alpujarra. 
riying, then, I sought for shelter 
Li a deep and darluome grotto, 
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Where the fatal mine was opened 
Through the hollow rock soon after — 
Dreadnil monster, which conceireth 
So much fire within its entrails ! 
It was I who first revealed it 
To my lord, Don John of Austria ; 
It was I who, through the night-time, 
Guarded it firom all surprises ; 
It was I who held the entrance 
Till mj comrades took possession ; 
It was I, in fine, who entered 
First amid the flaming city, 
Like a human salamander. 
Till, at length, I reached, by passing 
Globes of fire, a strong-built mansion, 
Which was, without doubt, the fortress 
Of the place, for there the people 
Were assembled in great numbers. — 
But, perchance, you have grown weary 
Of my story, 't^ml fatigue you 
To pay any more attention. 

TirZAlrf. 

Pray excuse me, I was thinking 
Of my own affairs — continue. 

In effect, I hurried onward, 

Full of anger, full of fiiry, 

TiU I reached the house of Malec, 

(It the cause of all my anguish.) 

'Twas the time that round the palace. 

Or the mansion, or the fortress, 

Don Lope de Eigueroa — 

Light and honour of his country — 

Had drawn up his valiant forces, 

And the fiames were bursting redly 

From the walls, and the Alcaide 
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Was no more. And I, who oyer 
Seek for prizes as for plaudits — 
Though, indeed, rewaras and honours 
Seldom can be found together — 
Daringly ambitious, onward 
Through the halls and rooms I wandered, 
Till I reached a little chamber. 
Last retreat of the most lovely 
Moorish maid my eyes e'er gased on. 
Ah ! my words were vain to paint her, 
Were it even the time for pamting I 
Startled — ^frightened — sorely troubled, 
When she saw me, she concealed her 
Down behind her bed's white curtains, 
As if they, indeed, that moment 
Were the curtain of a rampart. — 
But what mean. these tears that trickle 
Down your &ce so pale and haggard ? 

TUZAlirf. 

They, indeed, are but mementos 
Of a similar misfortune. 

OiiBOES. 

Do not heed the lost occasion. 
Him you wish to find, believe me. 
You will meet without your seeking. 

TUZJLVi. 

You speak truly. Fray continue. 

OABOES. 

I pursued her ; she was covered 
With so many sparkling jewels. 
With a dress so rich and splendid, 
That she seemed a bride expecting 
Her beloved — ^not a victim 
Waiting for the coming death-stroke. 

TOL. II. K 



1 
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I, beholding bo much beauty, 
Wished to save her life, provided 
She would give her heart as ransom: 
Scarcely had I dared to touch her 
Snow-white hand, when thus she prayed me : 
'^ Christian, if you are desirous 
More of plunder than of glory — 
Since a woman's blood dotii ever 
Stain the sword, man's blood doth brighten — 
Let your tHirst be satiated 
By these jewels Ihat I carry ; 
Leave untouched my faith, my honour ; 
Touch not this poor breast that carries 
Many mysteries within it, 
Which itself doth comprehend not." 
In my arms I seized 

TUZJLlrf. 

Oh! torture! 
Pause a moment ! — ^stay ! — detain thee ! — 
But what words are these P My fancy 
Makes me use these exclamations. 
Pray continue your narration. 
Though to me tis not of moment — 
Ah ! I feel even more his daring lAside. 

Thus to touch her, than to kill her ! 

GABOES. 

Piercing cries aloud she uttered 
Li defence of life and honoxur. 
I being now aware that others 
Were approaching the apartment. 
And that one of two rich conquests 
Which I sought, must be abandoned, 
Fearing that they both should fail me. 
Or that one shoidd be divided 
With the soldiers who might enter, 
Changing, in a little moment. 
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Thiis mj lave to quicker yenjoieaiioe 
(Easily doth passion change nom 
One extreme unto another), 
Hurried h j some unknown fury, 
Prenzied by some sudden madness, 
Which impelled my arm — (I know not 
How to tell so base an action) — 
I, remoTing first a necklace 
Made of p^ffls, and many a dismond — 
Leaving after them a heaven 
All of purest snow, rose-tinted — 
Plunged my sword within her bosom. 

tuzabI. 

Was the stroke like this ? assassin ! — 

[Draws out his dagger and stabs him. 

OABOBS. 

Oh! heavens! 

▲Lorzcuz. 

Well done ! 

TVEAiri. 
Thou traitor, die ! 

aABCBS. 

Is it by your hand I perish ? 

TTTZANf. 

Yes, for this poor murdered beauty, 
This sweet rose whose leaves are scattered, 
Soul of my life was she when living. 
Life of my soul is she this moment. 
You are he whom I was seeking ! 
This the cause that drew me thithei 
To revenge her outraged beauty ! 

e2 
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GAB0X8. 

Ah ! without my arms to strike me, 
And with treachery ! 

Vengeance never 
Stoppeth for such calculations, — 
'Tis her husband, Don Alvaro 
Tuzani, whose hand has slain thee. 

AIiCVZOUZ. 

And 'tis I, thou dog of a Christian, 
Alcuzcuz, who in the mountains 
Carried off thy saddle bags. 

OABCES. 

Since it was thy fate to give me 

Death, why first have given me life ? 

Ho ! within there, guard ! O heavens ! lIHes. 

DOTS JUAJI^ MENDOZA, wUhtfl, 

What can mean these cries P Quick, open 
Bolt and bar — 'tis Garces calleth. 
Whom I hither come to seek : — 

Mnter don jxjan meii'doza and soldiebs. 

MEin)OZA. 

What means this ? 

TUZAiff , snatching a sword from one of the 
soldiers. 

This sword surrender : — 
Senor Don Juan de Mendoza, 
If my daring thus appals thee. 
Know that I am Tuzani, 
The thimderbolt of the Alpujarra, 
Who has hither come to avenge him 
Eor the death of a peerless beauty, 
Since he knows not how to love 
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Who, the loy'd one, can avenge not : -- 
In another cell I sought you. 
Where we measured equal arms, 
Face to face, and hody to body. 
K you seek me here in turn, 
You should have approached this prison 
Singly, for being who you are. 
You alone had been sufficient ; 
K by chance you have come hither, 
(Noble minds are ever prompt 
Nobly to prevent misfortunes) 
Grant me a free exit hence. 

MEITDOZA. 

Tuzani, I would be happy 

That in such a strange conjuncture, 

If with honour, I could give 

Thee protectidn, in thy goine; : — 

But you see that that were &iling 

In my duty to the king, 

And that duty bids me slay thee 

When thou'rt in his army found. 

TTJZAiri. 

'Tis to me of little moment 
That you ope the door or no, 
Since my sword a way will open. 

[^Se attacks the soldiers. 

A SOLBISB. 

Oh ! I'm slain ! 

ASrOTHIB SOLDDBB. 

He is a fury 
Loosened from the abyss of hell. 

TTTZAjrf. 

Now you will see, if I am truly 
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Tuzani, whom Fame hereafl^r 
Will amid his other triumphB 
Call the Avenger of his Lore. 

HBITDOZA. 

Die before your yengeanoe cometh. 

ALCUZ0T7Z, aside. 

Is it not the ugHest, 

That the law declares must die first ? 

JSnter noir johit or Austria, bon lope be 

FIOUSBOA, €md SOLBIEBS. 
LOFE. 

What occasions all this outcry ? 

DOW JOHI!r. 

Don Juan, what is this P 

ME17D0ZA. 

My lord, 
It is a singular occurrence : 
A Moor has hither come alone 
Down from the heights of Alpujarra 
To kill a man who Silled his mistress 
In the storming of Galera, 
And he has stabbed him to the heart. 

LOFE. 

Did he kill your mistress ? 

TUZAirf. 

Yes:— 

LOFE. 

You did well : — ^my lord, give orders 
For his freedom ; his offence 
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CallB more strongly for approval 
Than for punishment ; yourself 
Would so act to him wno*d outrage 
The lady that you love, or you 
Were not then Don John of Austria. 

IdHDOAA. 

Bemember this is Tusani, 

And that it is of great importance 

To secure him. 

nOV JOHK. 

Yield thee prisoner. 

TVZASi. 

Though thy valour doth command it, 

I, my lord, cannot obey. 

But on thy account^ shall only 

Gk> when 1 designed to strike. [JE^t. 

nOK JOHF. 

Follow, soldiers ! all pursue him ! 

^They enter fbllomng tuzanI. 
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SCENE YL — ^BEFOSB the walls op bsbja. 



JEnter doba isabil (ledoba), and JUborish wldiers 

an the toaUt. 

IiIDOBA. 

With this white flag make a signal 
To the approaching Chrirtian camp. 

IhUer DOTT ALYABO TUZAlrf. 
TTTZAlrf. 

Between angry pikes and halberds 

BLave I forced my way, until 

I have reached the foot of the mountain. 

A voice within. 

Ere he get» within the outworks 
Strike m ^ with a musket-ball. 

JEnter soldiers pursuing him. 

TUZAlSrf. 

You are far too few ; surround me ! 

A SOLDIEB. 

To the entrenchment ! 

LIDOBA. 

Tuzani, 
My lord, my brother, stay ! 

TTJZANf. 

Lidora, 
All these soldiers, arm'd and breathless, 
PoUow me. 
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LTDOBA. 

Thou need'st not fear them. 

DDK JOHK OF ATTBTBIA, 10lM*fl. 

Tree by tree, and bough by bough, 
Waflte the country till you find hun. 

Unter noK johk ot attbtbia, Soldierif and 

ALCVZCIJZ. 
LIDOBA. 

Generous Don John of Austria, 
Son of that renowned eagle 
"Who, the sun sees face to &oe— 
For this mountain so rebellious — 
So opposed to your desire — 
Now a woman, if thou'lt hear her. 
Comes a suppliant to thy feet. 
I am Doiia Isabel 
Tuzani, by force detained here 
Like a !M!oor in outward seeming 
But a GathoHc in my heart ; — 
Widow of Abenhumeya — 
Whose unhappy deatn has crimsoned 
By their arms his regal crown — 
For the Moors upon the tidings 
Of the amnesty you offered, 
Wished to gain it, (since the crowd, 
Ever fickle and inconstant — 
What they wish for most to-day 
Will abandon on the morrow) — 
Seeing that Abenhumeya 
Wished to shame their cowardice, 
His own body-guard one day 
Entenng the royal chamber. 
Even where the throne was placed, 
And the door being curtained oyer. 
They addressed the monarch, saying, — 
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Yield thee to the King of Spain: — 

I to yield ! he said in answer, 

And his sword would then hare drawn, 

Eut a soldier strack him swiftly 

On the head with a partisan — 

That illustrious heao, whose fortunes 

Seemed as if co-equal emblems 

Both of honour and dishonour : — 

He fell dead, and with him fell 

All those hopes that hung suspended 

On his life : the doubtfulissue 

Making Spain to tremble more 

At the long-impending evil 

Than if it occurred ; — the people 

All took up the cry and shouted. 

Live the sacred Austrian name !^ 

If, my lord, to see the Moorish 

Diadem of fair Qranada 

Fallen from the royal forehead 

Of the brave Abenhumeya 

Merits &vour, let it be 

That you grant free grace and pardon 

To the noble Tuzani ; — 

At thy gracious feet, thus kneeling 

I feel prouder as thy servant 

Than when here I reigned a queen. 

DDK JOHK. 

Ah ! too small a boon you ask me ; 
Beauteous Isabel, arise ! — 
Live, brave Tuzani : and ever 
Let thy story — ^the most strange 
Deed that love has ever acted 
In the world's admiring sight — 
Let it ever live engraven 
Deep in memory's lasting bronze. 

I kiss thy feet. 



LOTS ATTER DSATH. 189 

AIiCUZOITS. 

Am I too pardon'd ? 

DON JOHK. 



Yes. 



TUZAirf. 

And thus is ended now 
'' Love that liveth after Death " 
And the Siege of the Alpujarra. 
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PURGATORY OF SAINT PATRICK. 



INTRODUCTION 



TO 



THE PURGATORY OF SAINT PATRICK. 



Thb immediate source fix)m which Calderon drew 
the materiaLs of this drama, which has been very 
much admired both in Spain and G^ermany for its 
wild poetical beauty and occasional solemnity of 
thought, appears to be as follows : — 

In the year 1627, Juan Perez de Montalvan, 
a Spanish writer of considerable repute, the bio- 
grapher of Lope de Yega, and as a dramatist per- 
haps his most successful imitator, published at 
Madrid a small octavo volume, on the Life and Pur- 
gatory of Saint Patrick (Vida y Fwrgatorio de S, 
Patrieid)y which must have been well received, as 
it was republished in the same city in 1655. Before 
this second edition appeared, it had been trans- 
lated into Erench under the following title : " His- 
toire de laYie et du Purgatoire de S. Patrice, 
Archvesque et Primat d'Hybemie, mise en Eran- 
9oiB par le E. P. Francois Bouillon, de I'ordre de 
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S. Francois, et Bachelier en Theologie." This 
Yolume was published at Troyes, but the title-page 
bears no date. As, however, at the end of the 
" Ayis au Lecteur" there is the usual " Approba- 
tion" of two Doctors in Theology, certifying that 
they had read the work, and that it contained 
nothing contrary to faith and good morals, which 
was given at Paris on the 7th December, 1642, 
the Life, in all probability, was published at the 
beginning of the following year.* It was translated 
into the Portuguese language by the Eev. Father 
Manuel Caldeira, and the Lisbon edition of 1738, 
which I have seen, agrees substantially with the 
French version of Bouillon. 

In 1627, when Montalvan first published hia 
Life and Purgatory of Saint Patrick, Calderon 
was in his 27th year, and was probably serving 
with the army in Flanders ; he was in the Milanese 
in 1625, whence, we were told, he subsequently 
went to Flanders. As Ul Ftt/rgatorio de San 
Patricio forms the first of the .six dramas of Calde- 
ron which were collected into^ a volume, the per- 
mission to publish which was signed on the 23rd 
of November, 1635,t it would appear that the wild 

* Mr. Wright, in his " Easay on St. Patrick's Purgatory" 
(London, 1844), is in error in supposing that Bouillon's 
"Vie de S. Patrice" was not published untU 1701. The 
copy alluded to above is in the Library of the Koyal Dublin 
Society, and bears the date (1642') which I have mentioned. 

f See the ** Catalogo Cronologtco de las Comedias de Don 
Pedro Calderon de la JBarcOf** by Don Juan Eugenie Hart- 
zenbusch, appended to his edition of Calderon. — Madrid, 
1848-60. Tom. iv. p. 671. 
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romance which Montalvan had incorporated with 
t\ke ancient legend of Saint Patrick's Porgatoiy, 
'took immediate poasesaion of his mind, and was 
one of the earliest on which Calderon exercised 
luB dramatic genius after his return to Spain. The 
volume aboye alluded to, containiog six of Galde* 
ron's dramas, the first of which is, as I have said, 
JSl Pwrgatorio de San FatridOj and the last M 
JPrincipe Conttante^ I haye more particularly men- 
tioned in mj notes to '' The Constant Prince," at 
the end of the first yolume of this translation. 

<< The curious history of Ludatneo SmOf on which 
the principal interest of the play depends, has been 
alluded to, and giyen more or less fully by many 
ancient authors. The name, though slightly altered 
by the different persons who haye mentioned him, 
can easily be recognised as the same in all, whether 
as Owen, Oien, Owain , Eogan, Euenius, or Ennius. 
Perhaps the earliest allusion to him in any printed 
English work is that contained in ^'Banulph 
Higden's Polychronicon," published at Westmins- 
ter, by Wynkin de Worde, in 1495: "In this 
Steyen's tyme, a knyght that hyght Owen wente 
in to the Purgatory of the second Patrick, abbot, 
and not byshoppe. He came agayne and dwelled in 
the abbaye of Ludene of Whyte Monks in Irlonde, 
and tolde of joye and of paynes that he had seen." 
The history of ^Enio had, howeyer, existed in 
MS. for nearly three centuries and a half before 
the Polychronicon was printed ; it had been written 
by Henry, the monk of Salterey in Huntingdonshire, 

VOL. n. L 
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from the aeconnt wbich he had leoeired fromGilberb, 
a Cisteiciaa monk of iihe Abbey of the Blessed 
Yirgm Maij of Luden, or Louth, aboTe mentioQed 
(Colgan Triag Thaumahiryw, p. 281. Ware's 
JiMoU of Ireland^ ajd, 14d7). Colgan, after col- 
lating tbis MS. with two others on the same sab- 
ject which he had seen, prmted it nearly in full in 
his IVtM, which was published at Louram, a.b. 1647, 
wh^re with the notes it fills fK»n tiie 273rd to the 
281st page. Matthew Paris had, however, l>ef(»e 
this, in his History of England, under the date 
1158, given a full aooount of the 4idyfflitnre8 of 
OrnuM in the Purgatory, and in the few places that 
I have compared his account with that given in 
Colgan, I find both generally agreeing in substance, 
though not in words. In the folio edition of 
Mathew Paris, London, 1604, the history of Oe»u9 
begins at the 72nd and ends at the 77th page. In 
Montalvan's life of St. Patrick, as translated by 
Bouillon, the adventures of Ennius (as he is called) 
are given much more fully than either in Matthew 
Paris or Colgan. In their versions of the story the 
early life of Ennius, previous to his undertaking to 
enter the Purgatory, is passed over with a few 
general remarks as to its extreme wickedness — 
while they give in great detail all that he saw and 
heard therein. Matthew Paris, for instance, opens 
the story of Ennius in these words : '^ Miles quidam 
Oenus nomine, qui midtis annis sub Eege Stepkamo 
militaverat — ^licentia a Eege impetrata, profectus 
est in Hybemiam ad natale solum, ut porentes visi- 
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taret. Qui dim aliquandiu in legione ilia demo- 
ratas fuisset coepit admentem reducere yitam suam 
adeo flagitiosam : Quod ab ipsis cunabulis, incen- 
diiB semper vacaverat et rapiniB, et quod magi. 
dolebat, se ecclesiamin fuisae violatorem et rerom 
ecclesiasticanim myasorem pneter multa enonnia 
qvkXB intrinsecuslatebantpeccata," &c. — Mat, Far., 
p. 72. In Heniy of Salterey's account, as given 
by Oolgan, this portion of Mnio^t life is despatched 
even with more succinctness, but in Bouillon's Vie 
de S. Patrice all his earlj crimes are detailed nearly 
in the order and almost in the very words that 
Calderon has used. Sir Walter Scott mentions, in 
bis Eorder Minstrelsy, that there is a curious MS. 
Metrical Eomance, in the Advocates' Library of 
[Edinburgh, called, '' The Legend of Sir Owain," 
relating his adventures in St. Patrick's Purgatory ; 
he gives some stanzaa from it, descriptive of the 
knight's passage of " The Brig O'Dread ;" which, 
in the legend, is placed between Purgatory and 
Paradise. This poem is supposed to have been writ- 
ten early in the fourteenth century. It was printed 
for private distribution in Edinburgh, in 1837, but 
firom its extreme scarcity, there having been but 
thirty-two copies struck off, I have been unable to 
see it. A cognate work, however, " The Visions 
of Tundale" (Edinburgh, 1843), published by the 
same gentleman who edited the former work, 
though rare, is more accessible. 
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PEESONS EEPEESENTED. 



EOERIO, King of Ireland. 

PATRICK. 

LUDOVICO ENIO. 

A good Angel. 

A had Angel. 

PHILIP. 

LAOGHAIRE. 

A Captain. 

POLONIA, ) 

V DaugUers to the King. 
LESBIA, j 

Two Canons RegtUar. 

PAUL, a RtMtic, 

LUCY, hit Wife. 

An old Countryman. 

Two Pea^arUs. 

A Figure, disguised in a CloaJc 

SCENE— IRELAND. 



THE 

PURGATORY OF SAINT PATRICK. 



ACT I.— SCENE I. 



A WILD BIA-00A8T WITH OVSRHAKGIKO CLIVF8. 



MUer Eura seisio, clad in 9kin8y raffing violently^ 

I«AOeHAIBS, FOLOinAy LESBIA, and the GAPTAHf 

endeanowring to restrain him. 

KIITG. 

Let me cast mj life away! 

LAOaHAIUlS. 

My lord, detain thee ! 

CAPTJLlir. 

Listen! 

LESBIA. 

Look! 

K)IiOKIA. 

O Stay ! 



1 
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^ I 

Let me from this point that shines a&r, 
Upraised in Heaven, which with one brightest star 
Its rugged brow is crowning, 
Down, where the rocks above the waves are frowning, 
There 'mid the wild salt billows let me lie. 
And as I raging live, so raging die. 

LESBIA. 

To the sea — what madness press'd thee ? 

POLOBTIA. 

In thy sleep, mj lord, what fear possess'd thee P 

I 

KINO. 

Every torment that doth dwell 

Eor ever, with the thirsty fiends of hell, 

Children of that monstrous mother, 

Which, from out seven scaly necks, doth smother 

The fourth sphere of death. 

Clouding it o'er with pestilential breath ; 

All its horror, all its wild unrest, 

Were locked within mv breast — 

So that against myself I wage unnatural strife, 

Por terror is the master of my life. 

And such the torment of its dread alarms, 

I lie a living corse in slumber's arms. 

And all the dreams that round me wait. 

Are but the pallid messengers of fate. 

POLONIA. 

What so much provoked thee in thy dream ? \ 

KINO. f I 

Ah ! my daughters, listen : there did seem 
Prom out the lips of a most lovely youth 
(And though a miserable slave in sooth, 
My hand against his life I durst not raise. 
Being then compelled to spare, as now to praise,) 
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W^ell, from the lips of this pocMr sbre there came 

A g entle flame, 

Which with a mild and lamhent lustre blew, 

And when it touched je two, 

^Within the liying fire I saw ye burned, 

IBut, though I was betwe^i je, me it spumed ; 

And when to stay its rage I sought^ 

The fire would touch or wound me not, 

So that from that dream's abysm, 

]EVom that paroiysm, 

!Fro'm that lethargy of death I broke, 

And in blind despair awoke. 

And my terror s^ is such 

That flying, at each step I seemed to touch 

Once more that dreadful fire, 

But now I also bum, as ye expire !* 

XSBBIA. 

These are phantoms light and yain, 
Mere chimeras of the brain, 

* Egerio's Dream, as giveii by Caldatm, agrees snbetan- 
tially with Jooelin'sdeeeription, and differs only in one slight 
particular (the nnmber of the flames) from that in Bouillon's 
Vie de St. Patrice. In the latter, the name of the Irish 
prince to whom Patrick was sold is not given ; in Jooelin he 
is called Mileho : Calderon was either ignorant of this^ and 
gave the king a name that was, purely imaginaiy, or, con- 
sidering it less musical than he would wish, ga^ehim the more 
harmonious one of Egerio. Ti^e following is Jocelin's version : 
" And Mileho beheld a vision in the night : and behold 
Patrick entered his palace as aU on fire, and the flames, 
issuing from his mouth, and from his nose, and fit>m his eyes^ 
and fromiiis ears, seemed to bum him ; but Mileho repelled 
fi^m himself the flaming hair of the boy, nor did it prevail 
to touch him any nearer; but the flame, being spread, 
turned aside to the right, and catching on his two little 
daughters, who were lying in one bed, burned them even to 
ashes : then the South-wind blowing strongly dispersed their 
ashes over many parts of Ireland. — ^Pp. 17, 18. JoeeUn*s 
Zdfe of Si. Patriek, tnmdated hy Swift. (DubUn, 1804.) 
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Coming throtiffh the gate of dreams, 

When the hoaj lieth numb — [A trumpet iomidi. 

But what trumpet's this ? 

CAPTAHr. 

It seems 
Vessels to our port have come. 

POLOKIA. 

Let me go, my lord, since thou 

Knowest how my heart doth leap and bound 

When I hear a trumpet's sound, 

And a flush comes deepening o'er my brow. 

And my whole frame doth rejoice, 

As at a siren's voice ; 

Since inclined to arms and warlike deeds. 

Music's martial clangour stirs my soul. 

So that I cannot control 

My emotion ; may the fame 

Soon be mine, that ever valour breeds 

When my wafted name shall run 

To the ever-glorious sun, 

Sailing on a thousand waves of flame ; 

Or, on swift wiasa o'er the azure air, 

Eivalling the goddess Pallas there ! — 

'Twas but to know, I this excuse contrived, [Aside. 

If this is Philip's ship that has arrived. [JEaU. 

LAOOHAIBB. 

Come, my lord, descend with me 
To the white fnnge of the rolling sea. 
Which doth humbly bow its curled head 
To this mountain, lone and dread ; 
Which, because it proudly braves 
The sea and storm must ever dwell 
In a lone and sandy cell, 
G-uarded round by crystal waves. 



SAIKT PATBICX. 158 

CAPTAIK. 

Come, and all your cares forget, 
At this snowy monster's sight — 
liike a sappmre mirror set 
In a rich frame, sHyer white. 

Knro. 

Nothing now can bring relief, 
Nothing now can wean me from my grief. 
Or expel that ever-torturing raest, 
Prom out the burning Etna of my breast. 

LXSBIA. 

Is there any earthly sight more fiu^- 

Can the world this miracle surpass — 

Than to see a vessel softly gliding. 

Like a plough the azure field dividing, 

Or go breakmg through the crystal glass, 

With the light breeze for its willing slave. 

Like a bird upon the rippling wave. 

Or a fish within the yielding air ? 

Favourite of sea and sky. 

It through the winds doth swim, and o'er the 

waves doth fly. 
But that sight were dreadful now, 
Full of terror and affiright. 
For the sea is altered quite ; 
And the mountain billows roar, 
And the ocean's lordly brow. 
Is all deeply wrinkled, o'er ! — 
Neptune nrom his rest awaking. 
And his dreadful trident shaking, 
And his angry visage baring, 
Trieth now the sailors' daring. 
Now the storm begins to rise. 
Howling round the starry dome ; 
All is altered in a trice, 
Pyramids of shining ice, 
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Snowy palaces of foam. 

All are dashed against the skies. 

FOLOinA, entering, 

FOLOIOA. 

Alas! alas! 

Folonia, speak. 

POLOKIA. 

This fickle Babylon that tries 

In its thirsty rage to seek 

Even the dark and distant skies. 

Hides in its remorseless womb 

Myriads who for ever rest. 

Each within his coral tomb, 

Deep below the troubled wave, 

In a shining silver cave : 

Now the God by rage possessed. 

Has loosed the winds and let them fly, 

Baging over sea and sky ; 

Bushing o'er the waters dark, 

They have struck the wretched bark — 

She whose trumpet late did sound 

Like a swan's funereal note — 

I, who then a pathway found 

XJp that steep stupendous cliff, 

Which upon the snore remote, 

!First receives the orient ray, 

There I saw a mighty ship 

Tossing like a summer skiff 

On the waters cast away, 

As the masts did rise and dip, 

Saw I Philip's banners wave 

O'er the sinking vessel's grave j 

Then I added more and more, 

To the waves and tempest's roar. 
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By the gashing tears and sighs 
Bursting from mj lips and eyes ! — 

Immortal rulers of the sky 
Why so much my patience try 
Witn such threatened ills as these P 
Do you wish that I should seize 
On the sceptre and the crown 
Of thy conquered kingdom ? Lo ! 
Thither shall I surely rise, 
And with yengefid hand tear down 
The azure pahice of the skies ! 
Being a second Nimrod. So 
That the world by me, perchance, 
Maj escape its threatened doom. 
Yamly may the billows roll, 
Vainly may the thunders boom. 
Vainly may the lightning's glance, 
They shall never shake my soul ! 



Ah! me. 



FATBiCK, wUhin. 

LAOGHAISE. 

Some mournful voice ; 



Who can it be P 



OAPTAIir. 

Struggling through the cruel sea, 
One strong swimmer seeks to save 
His life from out the stormy wave. 

LXSBIA. 

And his arms I see him stretch 
To another sinking wretch, 
Even in the jaws of death. 
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POLOKIA. 

Stranger, wboso'er tbou art, 
Whom the furious tempest's breath, 
Or a cruel fate, hath sent 
To this lone and distant part, 
Hither let thy course be bent. 
If thou canst my accents hear, 
May they o'er the waters be 
A vocal polar-star for thee ! 

Iktter pi.TBiOK and lttdoyioo, dripping with toet^ 
and clinging to one another ; as they enter, they 
fall exhausted on the stage, 

FATBICE. 

Aid me, Gtoi ! 

LUDOVICO. 

The Devil rather 
Aid me! 

LESBIA. 

I'm moved to pity, father. 
That am not I — I know not what it is. 

PATBTCK. 

If misfortunes are a test 

Wherewith to try the coldest, flintiest breast ; 

Say, can there here be found a heart like his, 

"Wlio would not down his pitying eyes incline 

To such misery as mine P 

A wretched, shivering, shipwrecked castaway, 

Pity, for God's sake, at thy feet I pray. 

LTTDOVICO. 

I ask it not, for never more can I 

Seek it from man, or hope it from on high. 



■ 
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Saj who you are, we then shall know 

If we can paj the debt we owe — 

The common debt of food and care— 

But first mj name I shall declare, 

Lest ignorance of it might lead 

four lips some idle deed to do, 

And words perchance be spoken, freed 

From the respect that is my due — 

I am the King Egerio ; lord 

Of this small kingdom's island throne — 

'Tis small because 'tis mine : until 

The throne of all the world I fill 

I must mistrust my yalorous sword ! 

In savage skins you see me drest, 

Not in a monarch's regal vest, 

Because without, I wish to wear. 

In this wild wolfish robe of hair, 

Some emblem of the heart I bear ! 

The name of GK>dis here unknown, 

In prayer we neither kneel nor sigh, 

Our only creed is this alone 

That we are bom, and we must die. 

Now that you know my greatness and my 

name, 
Say who you are and why you hither came. 

PATBICK. 

Attend, O Monarch ! Patrick is my name, 
My country Ireland, and my native village 
A place so poor as to be scarcely knovni ; 
Between the north and west remote it Hes 
Upon a mountain, which the watchful sea 
Ou*dles around as with a prison waU : 
'Tis in this isle, which will be called, King ! 
To its eternal praise, the Isle of Saints, 
So many here will piously give up 
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Their liyes as holj offerings for the faith. 
That truest test of pure and faithful souls — 
My father was an Irish cayalier, 
My mother, his chaste spouse, a child of Gaol, 
To them I owe, even in mj younfi^est days, 
(More than my life) the nobler gift of faith. 
And early entrance to the Church of Christ. 
The holy rite baptismal gave me these. 
That gate of Heaven, and the first sacred boon 
The Church doth give her children : by my birth. 
My pious parents having all fulfilled 
The duties that they owed the married state. 
They each to separate convents then retired. 
Where in the purest chastity they spent 
Their lives, until the fatal hour arrived 
Which calls the blessed spirit to the skies. 
And gives the body to its kindred earth : 
I then became an orphan, and was placed 
Beneath a holy matron's watchM care, 
But scarce had I my first brief lustrum filled — 
Scarce had the sun five times in splendour saUed 
In golden circles through the heavens, illuming 
Twelve starry signs ana one terrestrial zone — 
When Ood was pleased to show in me a sign 
Of his omnipotence ; for he doth choose 
Most feeble instruments, that men may give 
The glory and the praise to Him alone ; 
Upon a day (and Heaven doth know, I tell 
These wonders unto you through no weak pride. 
But that Gk)d'8 name be praised), upon a <my. 
The blind man G-ormas came imto my doors : 
God sent me here, he cried, and He commands 
That you do give me sight. Immediately 
Moved at the man's obedience, I did maKe 
The sign of the cross upon his sightless balls. 
And with the touch, the blessed vision came 
And chased the darkness from his wondering eyes. 
Another time, when thick clouds hid the skies 
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'Wliidi warr'd with snowy anows *gainst the earth, 
So ixuuiy on a neighbouring hill had fallen 
Tbat when they felt the rigour of the sun, 
Anf l melted, such a flood throughout 
Our Tillage ran, that ail the houses seemed 
Xiike ships of brick or stone aboye the waves, 
fWlio before this saw ships on rugeed hills, 
Or sail amid the grassy inland woods ?) 
TJpon the waves I made the holy sign, 
AxLcL with suspended tongue, in God's great name 
Sade them retire, and lo ! the land was dry ! 
O mighty Lord ! who will not speak thy praise ! 
Who wiU not own and worship thee, O 6od ! 
lidlueh greater wonders I could tell thee : but 
M^odesty comes and bindeth fast my tongue, 
And chains my voice, and sealeth up my lips. 
X grew in fine, inclining eveiy day 
More to the love of science than of arms ; 
And, above all, gave myself up entire 
To pious reading — ^to the lives of those 
Called to be saints by G-od — a school wherein 
[Religion, Charity, and Faith are taught : 
Engaged in this pursuit, one day I went. 
With some companions to the lone sea-shore ; 
Thither a shin came, from whose dusky womb 
Leap'd. armed men, pirates they were, who prowl'd 
In search of prey about those seas ; they mEuie 
AU of us prisoners, and to keep the prize. 
Hoisted their sails and stood to the open sea. 
FhiUp de Eoqui was this vessel's chief, 
A man who nourished in his heart the pride 
That afterwards would work him direful woe. 
Some days he spent in prowling thus around 
The land and sea of all the Irish coast. 
And blood and treasure foUowed in his wake : 
Me alone he kept, desiring, as he said, 
To offer me a tribute unto thee, 
Here in thy very presence, as thy slave : 
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(How Tain and &lae are all tlie hopes of maa. 
That are not based upon GKid's blessed wiH !) 
This rery day npon toe smiling sea^ 
In sight of land, did Philip speak his wish. 
The air was mild, and gentle was the wave. 
And yet in one brief moment did he see 
His proad presumption shattered : Eor the wind 
Boared in the hollow bosoms of the waves, 
A ay of pain burst firom the angry sea, 
Billows, like mountains upon mountains piled, 
Pass'd thundering by, whose white and foaming tops 
Moisten'd the sun, and quenched his dazzling light ! 
The lantern on our mast, joined to the skies, 
Seemed like a comet or an exhalation. 
Or like the strange course of a shooting star ; 
Another time, amid the deeps profound 
It touched the sands, when the divided waves 
Showed alabaster monuments around, 
'Mid coral banks and caves of shining pearl : 
I on whom Heaven bestowed (I know not why, 
Being so useless) more of strength and breath 
Than mine own safety needed, was empowered 
To aid this valorous youth, to whom my heart 
Was drawn by some most potent influence, 
Which he with interest will yet repay ! 
Atlength,through £sivourof kmd Heaven, wereached 
The shore, and whether fortune good or ill 
Awaits us, we confess ourselves your slaves : 
May our grief move you, may our bitter tears 
Soften your hearts, and may our whole affliction 
Gently compel you to relieve pur woe. 

ZING. 

Cease, miserable Christian, for my soul 
Charm'd by thy voice, knows not what subtle power 
Compels it both to venerate and love you, 
Imagining that you the slave must be, 
Whom lately in my fearful dream I saw, 



SAUTT PATBICK. 161 

Breathing out flames and sparks of living fire, 
In whose aUuring light, like summer flies, 
I saw my hapless daughters both expire ! 

FATBIOE. 

The flame that issued from my mouth is that 
True doctrine of the Gospel — is the Word 
"Which I must preach to you and to your people, 
By means of which your daughters will become 
Cnildren of Christ. 

sm'o. 

Be silent ! close thy Ups, 
Thou miserable Christian, for thy words 
Affiront and wound me. 

LESBIA. 

Oh t be calm, my lord ! 

POLONIA. 

Wilt thou, in pity, speak in his defence P — 

LESBIA. 

Yes. 

POLOITEA. 

Nay, rather let him die. 

USSBIA. 

It is not just 
That by a monarch's hands he perish. Ah ! 

[Aside. 
If truth were told, not that alone doth move 
My heart to pity these poor shipwrecked Christians ! 

POLONIA. 

If this second Joseph to the king. 
Like him of old, interprets dreams, do not. 
My lord, have any fear of their effects ; 
Por if that fancied and unreal flame 

TOL. II. M 
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Portend that I a Okristian eliould become ; 

It is a sheer impossibility, as great 

As if being dead, I should return again 

And live and breathe a mortal as before — 

But to distract your thoughts from fears like these. 

Now let us hear the other trareller's tale. 

ITTDOVICO. 

Listen, most beautiful divinity, 

Por thus begins the story of my life. 

G-reat Egerio, king of Irdland, I 

Am Ludovico Enio — a Christian also — 

In this do Patrick and myself agree 

And differ, we being Christians both. 

And yet as opposite as good from evil. 

But for the faith which I sincerely hold, 

(So greatly do I estimate its worth) 

I would lay down a hundred thousand lives — 

Bear witness, thou all-seeing Lord and Gk>d ! 

No simple tale of piety is mine, 

Nor wonders woMed by Heaven's permission 

through 
My favoured hands — ^far different — all crimes, 
Thefb, murder, treason, sacrilege, betrayal 
Of dearest Mends, all these I must relate, 
For these are all my glory and my pride ! 
In one of Ireland's many islands I 
Was bom, and much do I suspect that all 
The plan^ seven, in wild confusion strange, 
Assisted at my most unhappy birth. 
The fickle moon gave me inconstancy, 
Mercury gave me genius ill employed, 
(Par better nof to have received the gift !), 
Lascivious Yenus gave me siren passions. 
And ruddy Mars a hard and cruel mind. 
(What wul not Mars and Venus jointly give ?) 
TViA SiiTi conferr'd upon me rank and state — 
ipport I scrupled not the means, 
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Jupiter gave me pride and lofty thought, 

And Saturn hlenaed in mj complex natiure 

Bage, an^er, valour, and a ready mind — 

And fittmg firuita have grown from out these 

seeus* 
My flEkther, being for certain secret reasons 
Buiish'd from L*eland, came with me to lire 
At Perpignan in Spain — I was a boy 
Of ten years old, and when six more had passed 
He died — may heaven for ever be his home ! 
An orphan I remained — a willing prey 
To all my fancies — all my wild desires — 
And thus without a rein or curbing check, 
!Etan headlong o'er the wide aUunng plain — 
The two poles of my life were love and play. 
On which the rest were balanced, what they were 
As a foundation you can now behold. 
In long detail my tonrae would not suffice 
For all my actions — ^this is but a sketch : 
To force a tender damsel to my wish 
I slew a noble venerable man. 
Her father — nay an honoured cavalier 
I stabb'd (through frenzied passion for his wife) 
As he lay sleeping calmly by her side — 
Bathing his dearest honour in his blood — 
Making his bed a fatal theatre. 
And mingling there adultery and death — 
Husband and father both gave up their lives 
Martyrs to honour— for it has its martyrs 
Even as Eeligion— may the atoning Heaven 
For ever guard their souls in endless rest ! — 
Fly ing from punishment I entered France, 
Where long my name and actions shall be known ; 
For flinging myself at once into the war, 
Which between France and England then was 

waged, 
I found occasion to display my valour. 
And soon obtained even from the king's own hands 

m2 
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A captain's standard — ^in wliat waj tlie debt 
I soon repaid I shall not now relate — 
Thus honoured, I returned to Perpignan, — 
And gaming in a guard-house for some trifle, 
I struck a serjeant, killed a captain. 
And in my fury wounded several more — 
Attracted by the noise, the guard approached 
To make me prisoner, when in self-defence, 
I slew a bailiff — much too small amends 
For all the other evils I had done — 
May Ood receive his soul in lasting bliss ! 
At length I fled into the fields, and found 
Asylum in a sacred convent's walls, 
Which in that desert far away was built, 
There I lay retired, with kindest care 
Attended even by one of the religious, 
A lady of my kindred, who for tins 
Discharged that duty. Like a basilisk. 
My bosom turned the honey into poison 
And wildly rushed from liking to desire ! 
Desire ! that monster which doth ever feed 
On the impossible — that living fire 
That groweth by resistance — that strange flame 
"Which the wind kindles — that difisemblmg foe 
Which killeth its own master. In a word. 
Desire, unawed by God or sacred things, 
Imagules aU that4 horrible or vUe 

But to be it : in fine, my lord, I dared : 

Moved by the recollection here my voice 
Ghrows mute — the frightened accent fails, 
My shattered heart in throbbing seems to leap 
From out my breast, as when in dusky shades 
The beard and hair, in terror, stand on end: — 
Con^sed, and doubtful, sad and full of thought, 
I scarcely have the courage now to tell 
The deea I had the courage then to do. 
So horrible and hateful is my crime, 
So sacrilegious and profane, that I — 
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Even I, repent me sometimes of the deed — 
In fine, I dared, one night when starry silence 
Doth huild for men brief sepulchres of sleep, 
When heaven doth wear the mournful veil of grief, 
Wherewith the wind doth hang the widow'd skies, 
For the sun's death, whose obsequies are sung 
Bv nightly birds — ^when trembling stars fling back 
Tneir clear reflection to the parent skies 
From sapphire waves. At such a time as this 
I entered by the garden-wall, assisted 
Bj two companions (comrades never fail 
In such adventures), and 'twixt fear and horror, 
I reached the cell of her I must not name ; 
She, horrified at such wicked boldness. 
Fainted upon the ground, from which she passed 
Into my aniiB, and ere her sense returned, 
She was far off beyond the convent wall. 
Where if Heaven could have given her timely aid. 
It did not. Women if they're once convinced 
That man's excesses are the fruit of love 
Easily pardon them : and thus, delight 
Beplacmg sorrow, she for a little while 
Escaped the misery of her wretched state — 
Although were centred in her hapless person 
The scaling of a cloister's sacred walls, 
Yiolence, incest, ravishment, adultery. 
Towards God himself, since she was vowed his 

spouse. 
And to crown all, unheard-of sacrilege ; 
From out the desert where we first had gone, 
On rapid steeds, the children of the wind. 
Towards Valentia then we took our way — 
Where, feigning that she was my wife, we lived 
Some time with little happiness or peace. 
My money being exhausted, without friends 
Or hope of succour, I was base enough 
To thmk of turning to a vile account 
The beauty and the honour of my wife. 
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(Had I not bade a long farewell to Bhame, 

This act alone would make me— for it is 

The lowest depth even of the vilest breast 

To make a public traffic of one's honour, 

And put a price upon our dearest joy). 

As soon as I with shameless face proposed 

This foulest project, she appeared content. 

But hid her true resolve within her breast, 

But scarcely had I turned my back upon her, 

When, flying from me as from one infected, 

Once more she sought asylum and repose 

"Within a convent ; where, advised by one, 

A holy priest, again she closed the gate 

Of torment and the world — ^and then she died. 

Leaving to all a wonderful example 

Both of her penitence and crime. — May God 

Eeceive her, also, to eternal rest ! 

I seeing that the hard, censorious world 

Took notice of my crimes — ^that every spot 

Whereon to rest would slip beneath my feet. 

Resolved to go into my native country 

As an asylum from my enemies. 

Upon the journey I set out, and soon 

Beached Ireland, which received me as a son. 

But soon a very stepmother became ; 

For scarcely had I reached a sheltered bay. 

Than I was made a prisoner by some pirates 

Who lay therein concealed. Their general 

Was Philips— who, to show his admiration 

Of the most brave resistance that I made, 

Grave me my life.. What stiU remains you know. 

Tou know how late the angry wind rose up 

And flew with threatening fury round oar ship ; 

And made such ruin 'mid the seas and mountains, 

That all their usual wildness seemed but tame 

Compared to it. With catapults of crystal 

It struck the firm foundations of the land. 

And neighbouring cities fell within the w&ve. 
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The sea o'er all the coast flusg oat its store 
Of tinted pearia, which the swift breath of mom 
Engenders from the dew, whose drops are tears 
Of fire and ice. — But not to lose more time 
In vain descriptions, all our crew went down 
To 8fup with ^tan ; I, who was also asked. 
Must nave gone too, had not good Patrick here 
(Whose face, I know not why, I always view 
With lore and terror mingled with respect), 
Had he not drawn me from the poisonous wave 
Where I was drinking death in eyeiT draught. 
This is my history ; and now, nor life. 
Not pity I require— I do not wish 
These latter griefs should eyen moye your hearts ; 
If thou wilt siye me aught, then let it be 
Death only, for a man so bad as I 
Can neyer hope to reach to any good. 

Ludoyico, though you are a Christian, 

Which I abhor with eyery other truth, 

I so admire your yalour, that in you 

And Patrick I will now display, 

Eyen at the self-same moment, all my power ; 

As I can eleyate, so can I humble, 

As I can punish, so can I reward; 

And thus while unto you I stretch my arms 

In token of protection — unto you 

I lift them but to fline you to the earth 

Beneath my feet (not balanced are the scales). 

[^HeJUn^s patbioe on the grownd and places 
his foot mon him.'] 
But that you, Patrick, may perceiye how much 
I yalue all your threats, your life I spare — 
Go breathe in fire the Word of Ghod, thou'lt find 
I neither worship his diyinity 
Nor fear his wonders. Liye, then, but in some 
Obscure and menial state, and as thou art 
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Unfit to Bhaie the glorious toils of war, 
Here in these TaUeyB must thou spend thy days. 
Tending my flocks and herds, that browse around. 
We soon snail see if thou canst spread that fire 
Of which thou speakest ; or if, bemg my slave, 
Thy God wiU ficee thee from captivity. [Mnt. 

IiESBIA. 

The sight of Patrick moves my heart to pity. 

POLOiriA. 

Por me I know no pity. If I did, 

I think 'tis Ludovico would awake it. [ J!ri^. 

FATBIOE. 

When, Ludovico, on the ground I hiy. 
And saw you raised at once to Fortune's height, 
'Twas grief, not envy, it awoke within me— 
You are a Christian, oh ! be one indeed. 

LUDOVIOO. 

Patrick, allow me to enjoy the bliss 
That Fortune ofiers. 

PATBICE. 

This one boon I ask — 



What is it ? 



LUDOVICO. 



PATBICK. 



That, alive or dead, we meet 
In this world once again. 

LTOOVIOO. 

Dost thou demand 
So strange and dread a promise from me P 
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PATBIOK. 

Tea. 

LUDOTIOO. 

I give it to thee, then : — 

PATSICK. 

And I accept it. [jEa^eunt 



SCENE n. — THE COTTAOB OP JTTABT PAUL, KEAB 

THE SSA-SHOBE. 

Unter phxlip and lvct. 

LUCY. 

Forgive me if I have not known 
To serve and tend jou as I ought — 

PHILIP. 

A great deal more, I frankly own, 
Must I forgive than you have thought — 
For even thy face, on which I live, 
Awakes not bliss without alloy, 
So for the mingled grief and joy 
I must be grateful and forgive — 
And thus, in curious pleasing strife — 
Two feelings in my breast have striven — 
Tour beauty, and your care have given 
The pang of death — the throb of fife. 

LUOT. 

Too rude and ignorant am I 

For all the ingenious things you've said, 
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And 80 I give mj arms instead, 
Which saves the trouble of reply — 
Though silent thej will speak to thee 
Of all with which my hesurt is rife. 

PAUL enters and sees them embracing, 

PATTL. 

heavens ! what sight is this I see ! [AMe, 
A man embracing my own wife — 

What shaU I do ? I burn ! I burst ! 

1 ought to kill them ; yes, 'tis clear 
That is my duty — ^but I fear 

That she, perchance, might kill me first. 

PHILIP. 

Beautiful mountaineer, deny 
Not thou to take the ring I wear — 
Would it could be, for aU thy care, 
The fisiirest star of yonder sky ! 

LUOX. 

Fray do not think me one of those 
Who of their kindness profit make ; 
But I accept it for thy sake. 

PAUL. 

Being her husband, I suppose [Amde. 

My duty is to hold my tongue ; 
But had she not received the ring, 
Of course it were another thing. 

LUCT. 

Again, these clasping arms among, 
My very soul I give to thee— 
I have no other gem or chain. 

PHILIP. 

And there I ever could remain, 
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The prison is so sweet to me ; 
As at the rismg of the bud, 
Night's shadows fly — so here I know 
No more the memory of the woe 
These cruel crystal waves have done. 

PAtTL. 

Ah ! he embraces her again ! [Aride. 

Good sir, think what my soul endures, — 
This woman is my wife, not yours ! 

PHILIP. 

Your husband 's here — I think 'tis plain 
He sees us — ^it is best I go, 
And presently return again. 
Oh ! sweet Polonia, couldst thou know [AMe. 
The abject state to which I'm cast, 
Thou'dst feel some pity for my pain ! — 
And thou, O heaven-aspiring main ! 
Boused ragins up by storm and blast, 
Where hast thou hid ? in what far tomb, 
The myriad lives that fill thy womb ? [Exit, 

This siloQce will do little good, [Ande. 

I'U speak aloud. — My Lucy dear ! 

My life ! methinks it doth appear 

I've caught you now ! — this piece of wood — 

A good stout window-bar it is — 

Will do for vengeance. 

LUOT. 

Bless me ! say 
What new suspicion, spouse, is this ? 

PAUL. 

Is it then mere suspicion, pray, 



172 THE PITBOATOBT OF 

Or chance, to see you o'er and o'er 
Embraced before my face ? 

LUCY. 

Indeed 
It is suspicion, nothing more — 
It must DO so — because, if you 
The duties of a husband knew, 
Tou'd only see where'er you went, 
One half your wife might do. 

PAUL. 

Agreed ! 
To that condition I consent, 
And as I saw you twice embrace 
That rascal of a soldier, whom 
The sea has flung from out its womb, 
I shall not in the present case 
Be too exact, but for the nonce. 
Think you embraced him only once. 
And as I meant to give to you 
A hundred blows, 'tis only fair 
That I divide the whole by two — 
So fifty is your proper share. 
And so by sacred Heaven I swear ! 
Since you yourself the sentence gave, 
And smce the reckoning is so clear, 
Not more than fifty blows you'll have. 

LUCY. 

It is too much — no man should strive. 
By any means to hear or view 
More than a fourth his wife may do. 

PAUL. 

Well let it be a fourth ; for it 

The blows you know are twenty-five. 

These I will pay. 
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LUCY. 

It is not fit 
Men know bo much. 

PAUL. 

Ah! something new ! — 
How much then, pray P 

LUCY. 

Between us two. 
Henceforth I think it just and right 
You only see what I allow, 
And trust mj word and not your sight. 

PATXL. 

Dear daughter of the deyiL ! thou 
Conyinceth me, and so 'tis plain 
The stick no longer should remain 
With me ; so let us change our places, 
Here is the stick, 'tis now for thee 
To give the hundred blows to me — 
And to the other the embraces. 

Unter philip. 

PHILIP. 

I hope the down has gone away. [Ande. 

PAUL. 

Ah ! Sefior Soldier ! you have come 
Just in the nick of time — although 
The debt of gratitude I owe 
To you is such a mighty sum 
I never can the debt repay — 
For all the honour you to-day 
Intended for my wue and cot, 
How poor were all that I could say ? 
Yet stiU a fancy now has got 
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Into my bead, that it were best 

You went upon your homeward way — 

Gto\ in Gk)d 8 name, without delay — 

Since you are strong with food and rest ; 

As I don't wish to raise my hand 

Here in my house in strife 'gainst thee, 

Or that (almost a fish at sea) 

You should be left dead meat on land ! 

PHILIP. 

This is suspicion, do not doubt it, 
Which has no true foundation got— 

PAUL. 

Well then, with reason or without it, 
Am I a husband, Sir, or not P 

JSnter lioqillike, an old coimtryman, onJpATBiCK 

ct8 a slave, 

LAOaHAIBE. 

My orders are, that you should take 
This slaye, and make him tend the sheep 
Out in the fields. 

OLD MAK. 

Leaye all to me. 

LAOOHAIB£. 

But, bless me ! am I quite awake, 
Or is it but a dream of sleep, 
That Philip here I seem to see ? 
Permit me, mighty lord, to press 
Your feet. 

PAUL. 

Is't « Lord " he calls him ? 
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LUOX. 

Yes; 
Now give the hundred blows, my Paul. 

MILIP. 

Come to my arms, thou good Laoghaire. 

LAOGHAIBI. 

You do me too much honour there, 
But how does it chance you live at all P 

PHIUP. 

Cast on this shore so wild and bare, 
A wretched monument of chance, 
I would full soon have surely died. 
But for these peasants' friendly care — 
I thought it best some time to abide 
Their guest, amid these lonesome haunts. 
Until I foimd my strength renewed, 
And learned the temper of the king ; 
Here I had lived till time might bnng 
(My royal master's wrath subdued) 
Some sorrow to his soflen'd breast 
Eor my supposed disastrous fate ; 
Theil I might go with heart elate 
And trust forgiveness for the rest. 

LAOOHAIBE. 

Consider that already gained. 
And all his stormy wrath blown o'er, 
Thy strange escape will glad him more 
Than even thy fancied death had pained ; 
Come to the king, I'll lead the way ; 
You'll find how changed doth fortune blow. 

PAUL. 

May't please your lordship, ere you go. 
Permit me just a word to say — 
My name, my lord, is Juan Paul, 
Pray let my vile suspieions pass, 
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In truth I was a very ass, 
To talk of sucli a thmg at all ; 
My heart for pardon humbly craves, 
But for the rest of my poor life, 
Pray think my cot, myself, and wife 
Tour lordship's very humble slares. 

PHILIP. 

Por your great kindness and attention, 
I hope some future time to pay. 

PAUL. 

A word of that pray do not mention, 
But, if you wish it, there's a way 
By which you can a boon confer 
On Lucy and myself — 'tis this. 
Vouchsafe to take her with you, do ; 
She will be glad to be with you. 
And I too happy without her. 

l^etmt PHILIP and laoghaibe. 

LxrcT, aside. 

Well, was there ever such a miss ? 
My tender hopes are all o'erthrown-r- • 
Orone like the light of morning mist. 
Even when bom ! 

OLD UAIS. 

"We are alone, 
Eriend Paul, and now I think you ought 
Sometimes this tender youth assist ; 
He'll need it. 

PATBICK. 

Ah I good sir, do not 
Think of my state or me too much. 
God wills that I should be a slave ; 
As such I'U serve you — ^and I crave 
That you wiU treat me even as such. 
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OLD ILLS, 



How modest ! 



PAFL. 

How humble ! 



LrCT. 

And how handsome too ! 
His face affects me greatlj. 

PAUL. 

Say 
(And let it be between us two), 
is there a solitary case, 
In which a stranger jpass*d this way 
You did not take a &ncy to P 

LUCY. 

Ah ; it is plain you're jealous still. 
You think that I'm inclined to ML 
In love with the whole human race. 

OLD MAir. 

I have a weighty charge, firiend Paul, 
To trust you with. 

PAUL. 

You know my skill ; 
Say on. 

OLD HAK. 

This slave, that here you view, 
I much suspect is not secure ; 
I wish to guard Viim well — ^be sure 
You'll know the cause ere long. To you 
I give him now in strictest charge ; 
Let him not stray, unwatched, at large, 
Or, unattended, roam about. \_Uait, 

VOL. n. K 
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PAUL. 

A very pleasant task, no doubt — 

It seems I'm placed to watch you here, 

[2b PATWCK. 

The only thing in all my ^ife, 
I had to watch (except my wife) — 
The duty 's troublesome. I fear 
I now cBia neither sleep nor eat ; 
But should you wish to use your feet, 
And go away, the coast is clear. 
In truth I'll rather thank you for it, 
As care disturbs me night or day ; 
In fact no mortal doth abhor it 
Like Juan Paul — so go away, 
Go, in Gt)d's name. 

PATEIOK. 

Nay, do not fear. 
Though slave, no fugitive am I — 
Oh ! mighty Lord of earth and sky. 
What boundless joy my heart shaU taste 
As, rapt in thought, I wander here. 
Amid the solitary waste ; 
Enjoying, even on earth, a glance 
Of thy most glorious countenance- 
In solitude the sage and saint 
The wonders of thy bright world view. — 

PATTL. 

Pray will you teU me, if it ain't 
Offensive, who you're speaking to ? 

PATEICK. 

Thou art of all created things,* 

* The reader cannot fail to be struck with the resem- 
blance between this yeir beautifdl passage of Calderon and 
the exquisite ** Sacred Song " of Moore : — 
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O Lord, the essence and the cause — 
The source and centre of all bliss ; 
What are those reils of woven light. 
Where sun and moon and stars unite — 
The purple mom, the spangled night — 
But curtains which thy mercy draws 
Between the heavenljE world and this ? 
The terrors of the sea and land — 
When all the elements conspire. 
The earth and water, storm and fire- 
Are but the shadows of thy hand ; 
Do they not all in countless ways — 
The lightning's flash — ^the howlmg storm — 
The dread volcano's awful blaze — 
Proclaim thy glory and thy praise ? 
Beneath the sunny summer showers 
Thy love assumes a milder form, 
And writes its angel name in flowers ; 
The wind that flies with win^d feet 
Around the grassy gladdened earth. 
Seems but commissioned to repeat 
In echo's accents — silvery sweet — 
That thou, O Lord, didst give it birth. 
There is a tongue in every flame — 
There is a tongue in eve^ wave — 
To these the bounteous Godhead gave 
These organs but to proiBe his name ! 
mighty Lord of boundless space. 
Here canst thou be both sought and found — 
Por here in everything around. 
Thy presence and thy power I trace. 

'<Thoa art, God, the life and light 
Of all this wondrous world we see." 
The poet of the Melodies probably never read a line of 
Calderon, and waa himself too rich in fimcy to borrow 
even from him, if he had done so. The coincidence mnst 
be attributed to a certain affinity between the minds of the 
two poets, very perceptible here as elsewhere in the writings 
of both. 

n2 
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With faith my guide, and my defence, 
I bum to serve in love and fear ; 
If as a shive, oh ! leave me here ; 
If not, O Lord, remove me hence ! 

[^An AS^GEL deseendsy holding in one hand a 

shield, wUh a mirror in the centre, and 

in the other hand a letter. 



Patrick ! 



A^GEL. 
FATBICE. 

WhocaUs? 



PAUL. 

There's no one by — 
I^obodj calls. The man 's distraught [Aside. 
Methinks a poet he should be. 



AKGEL. 



Patrick. 



PATBICK. 

Who calls again P 

ANGEL. 

'Tisl. 

PAUL. 

He speaks, and yet I can see nought — 
Well, let him speak : what's that to me ? 
I am not placed to guard his tongue. [Uant. 

PATBICE. 

Ah ! can I trust my wondering eyes, 
That Heaven so great a favour sends ? — 
A glorious cloud from yonder skies 
With mingled tints of pearl and rose, 
And all its summer bravery hung. 
Before my raptured sight descends — 
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And now its ^[littering sates disclose 
The sun within more gbrious still ; 
He comes in purple and in gold — 
He comes, as comes the smuuig dawn, 
In his crimson chariot drawn 
By the running rosy hours — 
Scattering oyer Tale and hill 
Jessamine and sll sweet flowers. 
Never yet by day or night 
Did I such a signt behold I 

AX&Eh. 

Patrick! 

PATBICK. 

I'm dazzled with the light. 
Who art thou, celestial Lord P 

AiroxL. 

Patrick, of my own accord 
Here my course I haye not bent, 
I am Victor, hither sent 
(G-uardian Angel of thy soul), 
From the happy realms of bliss, 
Eyen by God, to giye thee this. 

[Oivet him the letter. 

PATBIOK. 

Oh ! sweet messenger diyine, 
Happy harbinger of joy. 
How can I my heart control ? 
Seeing thee, who, like the seyen 
That before God's footstool shine. 
All thy eternal hours employ, 
'Mid the sweet choirs singing, solely, 
" Holy ! holy ! holy ! holy ! 
Mighty Lord of Earth and Heayen." 

AKOSL. 

Bead the letter. 
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PA.TSIOK. 

Can it be 
That the Bcroll is sent to me ? 
Yes to me 'tis sent indeed. 

[Beads the superscription, which is addressed : 

" TO PATEICK." 



AKGEL. 

Open it. 

PXTBICK. 

Within I read, 
" Come, Patrick, come, we wait for thee 
To free us from our slavery." 
So ends the writing ; it is clear 
This means more than doth appear — 
Faithful guardian, let me know 
Who are those who call me so. 

AKOEL. 

Look within this mirror then. 



PATBICE. 



Heavens ! 



ANOEL. 

What do you behold ? 

PATEICZ. 

A mighty crowd of young and old. 
Tender children, women, men. 
Calling me. 

And those you see 
Are the Irish people. They 
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Stretch their longing anna to thee, 

Waiting for the Slewed day, 

When uie darkness past and gone, 

Thoa wilt brinff, like morning light, 

Tidings of the Faith : — Beffone ! 

Thou, I know, wilt not be loth 

To obey thy GKmI's command — 

Leave thy slavery, and so 

Legate and Apostle both 

Of the fayour'd Irish land. 

First to France depart and take 

There at^lessed Gherman*s feet 

The habit of a monk. To Bome, 

Then, a rapid journey make-^ 

Then with letters from the Pope, 

Good Gelestine, thou wilt come 

Hither, full of heavenly hope ; 

Thou St. Martin, too, wilt see 

Bishop of Tours. But now with me 

Bome upon the mighty wind 

Let us leave this land behind, 

Now that I have let thee know 

What thy glorious fiertie must be. 

And the task reserved for thee. 

Let us on our journey go. [Ikeunt. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. — X boom ur the palace 

OP EGEBIO. 

Unter ltjdovico and poloiha. 

LrDOVIOO, 

Polonia, whoBoe'er has brought 
His heart to trifle with Love's chain. 
Has no reason to complain 
If another heart be thought 
Worthier of the bliss he sought — 
For it is his fitting fate ; 
(Who has ever soared above. 
That fell not also P) Thus, mj love 
Dareth to anticipate 
That of Philip, though his state 
Far exceeds what mme can be, 
He on Nature's bounty liveth. 
But in what exertion mveth— 
I am greater £eu* than he : 
I, Polonia, by this hand 
Have obtained far higher merit 
Even than Philip dotn inherit : 
If thou dost a proof demand, 
Look around this grateful land. 
Which hath almost frantic grown 
At the victories I have won : 
Bound about the pleasant sun 
Now three rapid years have flown. 
Since upon these islands thrown, 
I thy happy slave became. 
Quicker than the thoughts that fly 
Has the fleeting time gone by. 
Need I call to mind, or name 
Those great trophies of my fame 
Won in many a fight by me. 
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But to offer them to th< 
WMch within this palace stand — 
Being the amazement of the land 
And the wonder of the sea P 

Ludovico, bj thj yalour, 

Whether by thine own worth merited. 

Or with Nature's gifts inherited, 

Thou hast stamped a glow — a pallor 

On my cheek, and thou hast lit 

Something blent of heat and coldness — 

Something blent of fear and boldness, 

In my breast : *tis scarcely fit 

That I caU it loye---for it 

Doth awake my grief and shame, 

When I feel the Archer's aim 

Shoots the poison'd arrow through me, 

And the Deity subdue me 

In his wild resistless flame. 

But I make this one confession. 

Long thy hopes had been possession. 

Did I not so deeply fear 

My father's wrath ; but persevere. 

And thou need'st not feel depression. 

Unter philip. 

PHILIP. 

Here, perchance, my death I find. [Ande, 
Why tnen come distracted, blind, 
To seek it P But what man is he 
Who would have patience not to see 
The cause whereby his bosom pined P 

LUnOTTOO. 

What dost thou pledge that thou'lt be mine P 
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POLOFIA. 

This hand. 

PHILIP. 

Not that mj will is stronger, 
Which can endure this sight no longer, 



/ 



POLOVIA. 

Ah, me! 

PHILIP. 

Wilt thou thy hand resign 
Unto a stranger ? (How confine 
The grief I feel for such a crime !) 
And thou who in thy daring flight 
Dost seek the sun, that in his light 
You ma^ ohtain a death sublime. 
Why wilt thou not recall the time 
When thou mj fetter' d slave wert seen P 
Why dost thou dare to cross my way ? 

Lunovico. 

Because I dare to be to-day > 

What now I am, not what I've been. ■ 

'Tis true I was your slave — ^for none 

Are safe from Fortune's fickle wheel — i 

But in my very heart I feel 

That in the fame that I have won, 

And in the deeds that I have done, 

(Why should I now the truth conceal ?) 

My honour equals yours ; indeed 

Some might surmise it doth exceed. 

PHILIP. 1 

Exceed me ! vilest among men ! 

LUDOVICO. 

Philip, in these words I've heard, 
Touhave err'd. 
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IPHILIP. 

I have not err'd. 



LUBOTICO. 

If you have not err'd 

PHILIP. 

What then P 

LUDOTIOO. 

You have lied ! 

PHILIP. 

Thou'rt yile again. IStrikes km. 

POLOiriA. 

O Heayena ! 

LUDOTICO. 

Why do I not take 
Instant ven^^eance P When m j ire 
Bums within me, like the fire 
That from Etna's top doth break, 
Which not seas of blood can alake. 

{^They draw their sworthf Knro egsbio and 
Soldiers etUer, and all place themselves 
on the side rf philip. 

What is this P 

LimOTICO. 

A lasting woe — 
A misfortune — an abuse— 
A wild, an^iT fiend let loose 
From the infernal gulf below^ 
Let no one presume to go 
Between me and revenge. Beflect, 
Eury heedeth nought beneath ; 



188 THE PTTBGATOBT OF 

Neither has it fear of death, 
Nor for any man respect — 
My honour I must re-erect. 

Seize him. 

LUDOVIOO. 

Let the man who sighs 
For his death obey ! you'll see 
What his valour gains — ^for he 
Shall be slain before your eyes ; 
On this yery spot he dies. 

Quick pursue the daring slave — 
Who'd have thought of this ? 

LTOOVICO. 

I lave 
In a blood-red stream each limb, 
On whose breast I seem to swim. 
Seeking Philip o'er the wave. 

[There is a clash ofwemons, and they all go 
out but EOBBio, who remains alone. 

EIKG. 

This new blow alone was wanted ; 
Eor a rumour has arisen, 
That the slave who fled from prison, 
He by whom my dreams are haunted, 
Has to Ireland, nothing daunted. 
Come from Borne, and hither guided. 
Has the world in bands divided. 
For the multitude enticed 
To believe the faith of Christ, 
Have along with Patrick sided. 






BAJWt PATBICE. 189 

People say that he must be 

A magician — rumour saith 

That being sentenced unto death, 

By some other monarchs, he 

From their fetters set him free, 

And with such prodigious wonder 

Did he burst the cords asunder 

That confined him to the stake, 

That the earth began to quake 

From its darksome caverns under, 

Where the dead lie hid ; the air 

Groan'd aloud — ^the sun grew dark — 

And the moon lay cold and stark, 

Missing the long golden hair 

Which the sun*s bright brow doth wear. 

It is plain, from all one sees, 

Patrick holdeth Fortune's ball. 

For the people, one and all, 

Who beheld such prodigies, 

And with what miraculous ease 

He regained his liberty. 

Follow him from far and near 

In astonishment and fear. 

Here to-day approacheth he 

To try his magic spells on me. 

Let him come, before my rod 

Shall his magic spells be fleeing ; 

We shall learn who is that being 

Whom they call the Christian's Ood. 

At my hands must Patrick die, 

K 'twere only but to try 

Whether he, by art or vigour. 

From the circle of my rigour 

Can with life escape and fly. 

We shall see what countless sums 

Of magic wealth he now can master, 

He this Bishop — he this Pastor — 

He who in the Pope's name comes. 
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UnUr the captain and Soldiers, wUh lubotico as 

a prisoner. 

CAPTAnr. 

Ludovico Cometh tiken, 

After leaving in their gore 

Three of thy guard, and wounding more. 

KIKO. 

Christian, is thy breast not shaken, ' 
Seeing my wrath at length awaken — 
Seeing my hand upraised for blood ? 
But vainly now, in frantic mood. 
Doth suffering tear my tenderest nerves — 
This, and more, that man deserves 
Whoe'er has done a Christian good : 
Howard, not punishment, should be 
Tour gift to-day ; for it is plain, 
That I alone should feel the pain 
Of having done aught good to thee. 
Here, guard him close, till our decree 
Pronounce his death ; my will is known — 

[To the soldiers. 
All hope of mercy now hath flown — 
So you may spare your tears and sighs — 
Not for his crimes, this Christian dies. 
But for his Christian creed alone. 

[They all go out hut lfdovioo, who remains 
alone, 

LITDOVICO. 

K for this I die, thou makest 
My unhappy death most happy — 
Since he dieth for his Maker, 
He who dieth for His honour : 
And a man whom fortune doometh 
Here to live in pain and trouble. 
Ought to bless the falling death-stroke 



BAUrr PATBICK. 191 

As the happy end of all things ; 
Since its greatness comes to shorten 
Life's poor thread — so wildly tangled ! 
Mine to-day becometh evil — 
Like a phoenix it arises 
Erom tne ashes of dishonour. 
Here my life were deadly poison — 
Here my breath were serpent yenom — 
Till I could, throughout all Ireland^ 
Shed vile blood in such abundance. 
As would wash away the insult 
And the memory of my wrong : 
Ah ! honour, honour, low thou liest, 
Stricken by a rigorous hand ! — 
I shall die with you. Together 
We shall conquer these barbarians — 
For my death will, in a moment, 
Q-ive us sweet and certain triumph. 
In this sharp and pointed dagger 
Lieth honourable yengeance ! — 
But God bless me ! what fell demon 
Prompts my hand ? I am a Christian — 
I haye got an immortal soul. 
And the pious light of &ith : 
Is it right that I, a Christian, 
Should commit, among these gentiles, 
Any act that would bring insult 
On the religion I profess ? 
What example shall I giye them 
By this dark crime of self-murder. 
But that my actions giye the lie to 
All the yirtuous works of Patrick P 
Since the people here, who only 
Worship tneir degrading yices — 
Who deny the soul's existence. 
And its mture pain or glory — 
They would surely say — ^what boots it 
Patrick's preaching that man's spirit 
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Is immortal ? What imports it P 

If the Christian Ludovico 

Kills himself: thereby proclaiming 

His own ignorance of its nature— 

Thus would we with doubtful actions 

Keep the beams of faith from falling : — 

He the light, and I the darkness. 

Welly there is such evil in it 

That it must not be attempted : 

Not that I at all repent me 

Of the crimes that I've committed — 

Naj, I rather sigh for new ones : 

Oh ! if I could now but free me 

With my life, from out this prison, 

I would soon become the terror 

Of the world, in all its quarters, 

Europe, Africa, and Asia : 

I would make a dread •beginning 

In these islands of Egerio ; 

So that there would Hve no person 

Who would satisfj^ the anguish 

And the blood-tlurst of mj vengeance. 

Lightning when the sphere it cleaveth, 

Warns us with its voice of thunder ; 

And, in mingled smoke and shadows. 

Imitating fiery seroents, 

Darteth through the trembling ether. 

Thus have I in thunder threatened. 

So that every man could hear it ; 

But the fiery bolt is wanting ; 

Ah ! alas, it hath miscarrieo. 

And before it reached its object, 

Was the sport of every vapour ; 

Death itself has got no terrors, 

No, not even a death so shamefid ; 

But what grieves me is to perish 

In my strong and early manhood. 

Ere my heart with crime is sated — 



8AIKT PATBICK. 198 

Life alone, for this I covet ; 
That I jet may act far greater, 
Heaven doth know for nought beside. 

JBtUer poLOim. 

POLOirCjL. 

Hesitation now is over — {Aside. 

Ludovico, there are moments \Alaud. 

When love must no more be silent, 
But give proof how strong it is : 
Now your life is in great daneer 
From the an£;ry king, m j father ; 
And it doth behove your safely 
To escape his wrath and fury : 
Bj mj liberal hand, the guardsmen 
Bound your prison are suborned. 
And their watchful ears are deafened 
By the wondrous sound of gold ; 
fly : and that you may hereafter 
Know, how much a woman hazards, 
.When she yields to love's delirium : 
How she tramples upon honour — 
How upon respect she trampleth — 
I with vou will go : 'tis needful. 
HenceK)rth, for my whole existence, 
I must live or die beside you : 
Without you my life were nothing — 
You who in my fond breast liveth. 
I bring gold and costly jewels 
More than we require, to place us - 
In the farthest land of India ; 
Where the sun bums up and freezes — 
Now with beams, and now with shadows. 
At the door there stand two horses ; 
I will call them swiftest panthers — 
Daughters of the wind — or rather. 
Thought itself would best describe them. 
VOL. n. o 
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They are safe as they are rapid — 

Por, aLthough upon them flying 

Swifter than the sudden lightning. 

Scarcely shall we feel their motion. 

Oh ! he resolute— why dally ? 

What delays you ? — ^time is pressing — 

And that fortune which doth ever 

Interrupt love's course, at present 

May not mar a deed so noble ! 

I shall show the way before you. 

With ingenious speech and action 

I shall gain the guard's attention, 

Giving you a chance of flying — 

See the sun our project favoiu*s, 

For he sinketh in the ocean — 

There to rest him from his labours, 

And to cool his burning tresses. lUait 

LTinovico. 

To my very hands hath fortune 

Sent the cnance I so much wished for — 

Por, Heaven knows, the proofs of liking 

Which I gave unto Polonia, 

Were but feigned — assumed, in order 

That I might thereby avail me 

Of the jewels which she carries, 

Soon or late, to fly with gladness 

Erom this Babylonian bondage ; 

For although in her my person 

Lived esteemed, yet it was only 

Servitude disguised— my roving 

And xmfettered life was pining 

Por the pleasant breath of freedom. 

Which the heavens this day have granted. 

But for the future which I painted, 

A woman is a weight and hmdrance ; 

Love with me is but a fancy, 

Quickly gone as quickly born, 
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Which when Bftdafied^ the fairest 

Woman brinffetfa nought but tedium : 

Being so — of what importance 

Is another murder adaed 

To the many gone before it ? — 

By my hands must die Folonia ; 

She has chosen for her loving 

A most unpropitious epoch, 

When there's nothing; loyed or worshipped : 

Had she loyed like other mortals, 

She would have liyed as others live. [ Exit. 

Enter the oaftaht. 

CAPTAUr. 

From the King I come with orders 

Here to read to Ludovico 

The fixed sentence of his death ! 

But the prison door is open ! 

And the tower is bare and empty ! 

Something must have happened — soldiers ! 

No one answers to my calling ! 

Help! assistance! treason! treason! 

Ef^er ike king, fhilip, and LAoaHAiBE. 

KTETG. 

Who is calling ? Who's proclaiming ? 
What is this? 

CAPTADT. 

That Ludovico 
Has escaped ; and with him also 
Have the guards departed. 

LAOOHAIBE. 

Monarch! 
Here I saw Folonia enter. 

o2 
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PHILIP. 

Heayens ! it is now too certain 

That 'twas she who gave him freedom ; 

You must know he was her suitor — 

Jealousy doth now incite me, 

And provoke me to pursue them — 

From this very day, Hibemia 

Will be called a second Troy. [JEr»^. 

KING. 

Let me have a horse ; in person 

I those fugitives must follow. 

Who are those two daring Christians, 

Who combine, with doubtful actions. 

One to shake my bosom's quiet, 

One to steal my dearest honour ? 

But the two shall be the trophies 

Of my hand's far-reaching vengeance— 

From whose aim no man can hide him, 

Not even the mighty Eoman Pontiff. 

{_jExeunt, 



SAINT PATRICK. 197 



SCENE II.— A F0BX8T. 

POLOIHA enteri wounded and flying from ludotico, 
who pursues her with a naked dagger in hie hand. 

POLOHIA. 

Oh ! for Christ's sake, thy God, who reigns above, 
Bestrain thj bloody hand — if not for love ; 
Take all I have, my gold, my honour take ; 
But leaye me my poor life, for pity's sake ! 

Lunoyico. 

Luckless Polonia, since creation's hour. 
Misfortune eyer hath been beauty's dower — 
Where beauty dwelleth, happiness must fly, 
As moonbeams fiEide when sunshine lights the sky — 
In me you see the most unpitying wretch 
That eyer yet his murderous mmdis did stretch 
'Gkdnst human life — and so this stroke I giye, 
For you must die, that I may safely liye ; 
If you came with me, I would bear along. 
In you, the witness of my crime and wrong ; 
By means of which I might, the wtiole earth round. 
Be tracked and followed — sought and surely found : 
If, with your life, I leaye you here, 'tis plain 
I leaye you wild with ane;er, rack'd with pain ; 
And thus, I leaye behind me, for my woe. 
One foe the more, and heayens ! how great a foe ! 
Alas ! there seems no method to relieye you — 
I would do wrong to take you, or to leaye you — 
And so it is much better, napless woman ! 
That I, with rage as cruel as inhuman. 
Heedless of Gbd, or law, or pity, slay thee. 
And in the depths of this wild forest lay thee. 
Thus shall I hide my wretchedness from view. 
And gain a noyel mode of yengeance too ; 
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If Philip lives within your heart, the blow 
That takes thy life wiU rid me of my foe— 
And thus but one shall live — ^your sire to sate. 
Some future time, my vengeance and my hate : 
As first from thee the storm of insult burst, 
So must thou feel the strokes of vengeance first. 

POLOHIA. 

Ah me ! I've but contrived my own undoimr. 
Like the poor worm, its &M task pursuiil^ 
Weaving the silken coil of its own death ! 
Art thou a Christian? Breath'st thou human 
breath P 

LTOOVIOO. 

I am a demon — ^by this proof believe me. 

POLOBIA. 

Oh ! may the God of Patrick then receive me ! 

[JBe stabt her, and she falls within, 

LUDOyiCO. 

On a bank of flowers extended, 

Sad Polonia's woes are ended ; 

Now I feel no weight detain me, 

Free I move, and nought shall chain me— 

I bear with me all the treasures 

Life doth need, and all life's pleasures ; 

With them I to Spain shall take me, ' 

There to live till time doth make me 

Somewhat changed in outward feature i 

Then as 'twere a new-bom creature. 

Thither shall I come, with greater 

Hope to avenge me on a traitor. 

Till that hour my bosom weepeth 

(Injured honour never sleepeth !) 

But why now am I delaying. 

Here amidst death's shadows straying P 
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*Mid the gloom of daylight dying. 

I haye lost my way ; and flying 

From my pursuers, may be going 

Into their very hands. The flowing 

Of the unrisen moon is showmg 

Where a peasant's hut is standmg ; 

Here it may be, by demanding, 

I may have my piih-way righted. [He calls. 

PAITL and LrcT annoerfrom within, 
WhotethereP 

LTOOVICO. 

A man benighted — 
By the darkness overtaken — 
Interrupts thy rest. 





LUCY. 


Juan Paul, for 
At the door. 


Awaken, 
some one's calting 




PAUL. 


He must be bawling 
For you ; so answer him instead — 
For me, I'm weU enough in bed. 




LrCT. 


Who is there? 




• 


HTDOTIOO. 




A traveller. 


• 


PAUL. 


A traveller ? 


"Rh, 




LUDOVIOO. 




Yes. 
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PAUL. 

Travel on, I pray ; 
ThiB is not an inn. 

LVDOTICO. 

The clown 
Yexeth me. I must tear down 
This door — it Mis upon the ground. 

\^He hwrgU in the door. 

LTTOT. 

Ha ! Juan Paul, will not the sount 
Awake you P They have burst the door. 

PAUL. 

Why, I am half-awake, no more ; 

I have one eye open, but 

Still the other eye is shut ; 

"Well, come down with me — ^for fear 

Somewhat troubleth me. Who's here ? 

{They enter half-naked, 

LTJnOTIOO. 

Silence, peasant, or you die. 
Lost amid these hiUs have I 
Hither come : without delay 
Tou must put me on my way, 
How the nearest port to gain. 
Thence to fly across the main. 

PAUL. 

Oh ! the road 's as clear as light ; 
Take this pathway to the right. 
When you pass a mountain-cleft, 
Turn a little to the lefb, 
Then you'll go along a plain — 
To the right then turn again, 
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Where a beaten path doth wind. 
And the port yqu can't but find. 
And of thifl be sure, in short, 
When you're there, that 'tis the port. 

LXTDOTICO. 

Come and guide me hence ; if not, 
You must die upon the spot. 

LUCY. 

It were better, cayalier. 

That till dawn you rested here. 

PAUL. 

Ah ! you're very kind, my lady ; [To ltjcy. 
Haye you fallen in love already P 

xTOoyico. 

Peasant, quick, for time doth fly ; 
Do you CQOOse to guide or die r 

PAUL. 

Do not yex yourself. If I, 
Without question or reply, 
Eather choose to guide tnan die, 
I am ready now to go ; 
Not through fear of death— oh, no ! 
But lest Lucy should rejoice. 

LTTDOyiOO. 

I must stop this babbler's voice. [Aside. 

Lest he teU where I have flown— 
In the sea he must be thrown, 
When he puts me on my track. 
As for you, retire alone, [To luct. 

Soon your husband will be back. 
[LTJDoyiGO and paxjl go out at one eide ; 
LUCY at another. 
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SCENE in. — AiroTHEB opifiir in the tobebt. 



Unter the xxsa, lesbia, laoghaibe, and the 

Captain. 

LESBIA. 

Not a trace can be discovered 
Whither they have fled. The mountain 
Has been search' d from top to bottom, 
And throughout the wood and yalley, 
Every rock and leafy arbour 
Have been visited ; but nothing 
Olives the slightest indication 
Whither they have gone. 

'Tis likely 
That the Earth the two has swallow' d, 
To preserve them from my fury — 
Eor the Heavens could scarcely guard them 
From my anger and my vengeance. 

LESBIA. 

See the sun his golden tresses 
In the orient disentangling, 
Spreads them o'er the woods and mountains- 
Timely comes his light to aid us. 

JEnter philip. 

If your Majesty will hearken, 
You will learn a great affliction — 
More prodigious and more novel. 
Than e'er tune or fortune fEkshion'd, 
Or imagination fancied : 
Seeking through these woods Polonia, 
I the whole night having w;ander'd 
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Through their wild and dark 
When the dawn besan to glimmer. 
Clothed in ashen robes of mourning, 
And hj thick black clouds surrounded — 
When the pleasant stars were absent 
Not to see a sight so dreadful — 
Bunning hither — running thither- 
Soon I came where tender blossoms 
Were with crimson blood-spots sprinkled, 
And upon the earth were scatter'd 
Fragments of a woman's trinkets. 
By these mournful signs directed, 
Soon I came where I discovered, 
'Neath a grey rock, frowning oyer, 
In a fragrant tomb of roses, 
Dead and oold, Polonia lying 1 

\_The Mcene opens and diicovm's polokia 
lyififf dead betide a rock. 
Thither turn jour eyes in anguish — 
There the young tree lies extended — 
There the flower lies pale and wither'd — 
There the bright flame is extinguished — 
There is Beauty's form laid prostrate, 
And its sinuous outline rigid — 
There the dead Polonia lieth ! 

cnro. 

Ah ! my heart is oyerwhelmed I 
I Kaye not the power within me 
To endure such dire afiiictions — 
Such innumerable sorrows. 
And such yarjring fornw of anguish. 
Ah ! my poor, unhappy daughter — 
Ah ! my darling wildly sought for ! 
Eyil is the hour IVe round thee ! 

UESBIA. 

I haye been so stunn'd and startled. 
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Breath is wanting for my wailing ! 

O Polonia ! let thy sister 

Share thy &te ana thy misfortunes. 

KING. 

What wild hand could e'er have lifted 
Murderous steel against such beauty P 
Oh ! my life doth set in sorrow, 
This disastrous day doth end it ! 

PATBICE, within, 

FJLTBICE. 

Woe to thee ! forlorn Hibemia ! 
Woe to thee ! imhappy people, 
If with tears you do not water, 
Day and night, the land in weeping : 
Opening thus the gate of Heaven, 
Which you closed by disobedience. 
Woe to thee ! unhappy people ; 
Woe to thee ! forlorn Bibemia ! 

KIKG. 

Heavens ! what voice so sad and mournful 
Falls upon my ear P it pierceth 
Like an arrow through my bosom. 
To my heart's core penetrating. 
Learn who thus dotn interrupt me 
Li the moment of my sorrow. 
Who but I has need for wailing P 
Who but I has cause for sorrow P 

LAOGHAIBB. 

This, my gracious lord, is Patrick, 
Who since he has come to Lreland, 
Back from Bome, and since the Pontiff 
Unto him has given the title 
And pre-eminence of Bishop, 
Wanders thus about the island. 
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PATBICK. 

a 

Woe to thee ! forlorn Hibemia ! 
Woe to thee ! unhappy people ! 

^ter PATRICK. 

Knro. 

Patrick, who my bitter anguish 
Interruptest, and my suffering 
Dottblest, mth your golden accents, 
Their deceitful poison hiding, 
Why thus persecute me ? Wherefore 
Wander thus about my kingdom, 
Preachins; novel modes of worship, 
And by frauds our peace disturbing ? 
Here the scope of ail our knowledge 
Is that we are bom and perish ; 
'Tis the doctrine we inherit 
In the natural school our fathers 
Have bequeathed us. But, O Patrick ! 
Who is this new God thou preachest, 
Who doth give us life eternal. 
When this mortal life is over ? 
When the soul forsakes the body, 
How can it a new life enter. 
Whether of reward or suffering ? 

PATBICE. 

By its being fully loosened 
From the body, which to nature 
Giveth back the human portion, 
Which is only dust and ashes — 
And the spiritual essence. 
To the upper sphere arising, 
Finds the goal of all its labours — 
If in grace it haply dieth, 
Which is first conferred by baptism — 
Ever after by repentance. 
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Knro. 

See tliis form of matcfaless beauty. 
In her own blood coldly Ijinff, 
Is she living at this moment r 

FATBICE. 

Tea. 



If 80, the truth estaUish 
By Bome proof. 

PATBIOK. 

O Lord of Heaven ! 
Turn thine ear unto thv servant — 
Here 'tis needful to exhibit 
Your almighty power and greatness. 

You do not answer me. 

PATBICK. 

The Heavens 
"Wish themselves to give you answer : 
In the name of Gk)d, I bid thee, 
Prostrate corse, thy soul resuming, 
Bise and live — ^in this way giving 
Proof of all the words I've spoken ; 
Preaching thus the Christian doctrine. 

[8he arises. 

POLOBIA. 

Alas! alas! — Oh! Heaven preserve me I 
Oh ! how many things are open'd 
To the soul ! — Oh ! Lord Almighty, 
Stay the red hand of thy justice, 
Do not hurl against a woman 
All the rigour of thy anger, 
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All the lightnings of thy power. 

Where, ohl where shall 1 conceal me 

If thy coontenance be wrathful P 

Fall upon me, rocks and mountains ! 

Mine own enemy, this moment 

I would think it joy to hide me 

From thy sight in earth's dark centre. ' 

But of what advantage were it, 

If to eyerv place I fly to, 

I shduld (ring with me ^e memory 

Of my crime and my affliction ? 

See this mountain-range recedeth ! 

See this hill hangs thi^at'ning oyer ! 

See even Heaven itself doth ^mble, 

Shaken on its poles. The tempest 

Throws its blackened shades around me. 

Now my trembling footsteps fidter — 

Now the waves recede before me. 

Everything but wild-beasts fly me, 

Which approach as if to seize me. 

Pity — mighty Lord ! have pity ? 

Mercy ! mercy ! Lord Almighty — 

Humbly do I ask for baptism. 

And to die in grace and favour. 

Mortals! mortols! listen! listen! 

Christ is living ! Christ is reigning ! 

Christ is the true Gk)d — ^the only. 

Of your crimes repent ! repent ye ! IJEadt. 

PHILIP. 

What a prodigy ! 

CAPTAIK« 

A wonder ! 

IiBSBIA. 

What a miracle ! 

IiAOaHAIBE. 

How glorious ! 
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Kisro. 

What enchantment ! what bewitchment ! 
"Which of jou this sight believeth ? 

ALL. 

Christ is the trae God Almighty ! 

Can you not perceive, blind people, 
How appearances deceive you ? 
But to make this matter certain, 
I will own myself in error, 
If a little while disputing, 
Patrick doth convince my reason ; 
To the argument then listen — 
K man's spirit were immortal. 
It could never rest a moment 
From some active operation. 

PATBICK. 

Yes, and this is proved in slumber ; 
For the shapes that dreams engender 
Are the workings of the spirit, 
"Which doth never sleep ; but even 
' When half-loosened from the senses, 
Forms imperfect words and actions ; 
This is wby man often dreameth 
Things he waking never thought of. 

XtSGt, 

This being so — Polonia lately 

Was alive or dead : if only 

In a swoon, you wrought no wonder ; 

But on this I do not rest me — 

But if dead, her soul had enter'd 

One or other of the places — 

Heaven or Hell, as you have taught us : 

If 'twere Heaven, it shocks Qt)d's mercy. 
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That for any oftOM, a spirit 
Which had been allowed to enter 
HeaTen, and taste his grace and faTOur, 
Should be sent back to the world : 
This appears to me quite certain. — 
If in hell, 'twould shock his justice, 
Per it were not just that any 
Soul, which punishment did merit, 
Should obtam so great a fiivour 
As to have the chance of gaining 
Qrace a second time : it follows, 
Either that jour words were idle. 
Or that, in God's nature, justice 
Is another name for mercy : 
Where then was Folonia's spirit P 

PATBICK. 

Hear, Egerio, how I answer : 
I concede that Hell or Olory 
Must be the great ffoal and centre 
Of the soul baptized, whence no one 
Can depart ; for so 'tis written 
In the laws of the Eternal — 
Speaking of Ood's usual ways — 
But if (f od so willed it, using 
His omnipotence, the pit-fall 
Of the deepest heU should yield up 
Any soul that he demanded : 
But this now is not the question. 
When a soul is doomed to enter 
One or other of the places, 
Well it knows its fisite the moment 
That it leaves the mortal body, 
Never to return thereafter : 
But when it is doomed to visit. 
Once again, the earth, it wanders 
Like a traveller through creation, 
And, in this way hangs suspended 
voii, n. p 
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In the uniyene — a portion 

Of itself— without obtaining 

Any local habitation : 

For the Omnipotent«-the 

Knowing all things b j his prescience. 

Since the instant that his essence 

Drew the world and all its wonders 

Into light — a glorious copj 

Of his own dirine idea — 

Seeing that this thing would happen, 

That this soul would come back hither 

Held it for a time suspended. 

Without giving or denying 

It a final place to dweu in. 

So far, as a theologian, 

Have I answered your objection ; 

But another truth remaineth 

To be told : there are more places 

In the other world, than those of 

Everlasting pain and glory : 

Learn, O King, that there's another, 

Which is Purgatory ; whither 

Plies the soul that has departed 

In a state of grace ; but bearing 

Still some staons of sins upon it : 

For with these no soul can enter 

God's pure kingdom — ^there it dwelleth 

Till it purifies and bumeth 

All the dross from out its nature, 

Then it fiieth, pure and limpid, 

Into GK>d's divmest presence. 

KSJS&, 

So you say, but I have nothing. 
Save your own words, to convince me ^ 
Give me of the soul's existence 
Some strong proof — some indication- 
Something tiuigible and certain — 
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yWch my haada may feel <«>£8n>P at ; 
And Bince 70a appear so powerful 
With your Qod, you can implore him, 
That to finish my convenioi^ 
He may show some retl hemg, 
Not a mere ideal ewence, 
Which all men can touch : remember, 
But one sinffle hour remaineth 
For this task : this day you giro us 
Certain pioo&of pain or gloiy^ 
Or you aie : where we are standing 
Let your 3od display his wonders — 
And since we, perhaps, ninr merit 
Neither puniriuiient nor glory. 
Let the other place be shown us, 
Which you say is Purgatory ; 
That we all may know and worship 
Gk>d's almighty power and greatness : 
Now His honour rests upon thee — 
You can tell him to defend it ! 

[The^ aUgo ofithut patbick. 

PATBIOK. 

Here, mighty Lord, dart down thy searching glance, 
Arm*d with the dreadful lightnings of thine ire, 
Wing'd with thy yengeance as the bolt with fire, 
And rout the squadr^s of fell ignorance : 

Come not in pity to the hostUe band. 

Treat not as friends thy enemies abhorr'd — 
But since they ask for portents, mighty Lord, 
Come with the blood-red lip;htiunff8 in thy hand. 

Of old, Elias ask'd with burning si^hs 
For chastisement, and Moses did display 
Wonders and portents : in the selfsame way 

Listen, O Lord, to my beseeching cries. 
And though I be not great or good as they, 
Still let my accents pierce the Hstening skies ! 
Portents and chastisement, both day and night, 

p2 
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I ask, O Lord, may from thy hand be given ; 
That Forgatoiy, Hell, and Heaven 
May be revealed unto these mortala' sight. 

A good AXiasL descends on one side and a lad asqtia 

on the other. 

BAD AirasL. 

Fearful that the fSftvouring skies 
May accede to Patrick's prayer. 
And discover to him where 
Earth's most wondrous treasure lies ; 
Like a minister of light 
Hither have I dared to range, 
That I may disturb and chfuige 
That same prayer with demon might. 

GOOD AHOEL. 

Back again, then, thou mayst soar. 
Cruel monster ; to defend 
Patrick do I here attend : 
But be silent, speak no more : — 
Patrick, God has heard thy prayer. 
He has listened to thy vows ; 
And as thou hast ask'd, allows 
Earth's great secrets to lie bare. 
Seek along this island ground 
For a vast and darksome cave. 
Which restrains the lake's dark wave. 
And supports the mountains round ; 
He who dares to go therein. 
Having first contritely told 
All his faults, shall there behold 
Where the soul is purged from sin : 
He shall see with mortal eyes 
Hell itself— where those who die 
Li their sins for ever lie, 
In the fire that never dies. 
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He Bhall see, in blest fruition, 
Where the happ j spirits dweQ. 
But of this be sine as well — 
He who without true contrition 
Enters there to idly try 
What the cave may be, doth go 
To his death — ^he'fl suffer woe 
While the Lord doth reign on high — 
Who this day shall set you free 
Erom this poor world's weariness ; 
It is thus toat Qod doth bless 
Those who love his name like thee. 
He shaU grant to you, in pity. 
Bliss undream'd by mortal men — 
Making thee a denizen 
Of his own celestial city. 
He shall to the world proclaim. 
His omnipotence and glory, 
By the wondrous Purgatory, 
which shall bear thy sainted name. 
Lest thou think the promise vain 
Of this miracle divine, 
I shall take this shape malign. 
Which came hither to profane 
Your devotion and within 
This dark cavern's dread abyss 
Fling it; there to howl and hiss 
In the everlasting din. 

[2%d AngeU disappear. 

PATBICK. 

May the Heavens proclaim thy praise ! 
For thou lovest to unpart, 
Mighty Lord ! how great thou art, 
By thy wonder-working ways ! 
Come, Egerio ! 

[All enter. 
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« 

Knra. 
Well! 

PATBIOK. 

With me 
Come along this mountain's base, 
Thou shalt see the destined place— 
Thou and all who come with thee — 
Where the severed souls remain ; 
Some in bliss and some in pain — 
Of a never-ending sorrow, 
Of a night that knows no morrow, 
Thou a rapid glance shalt sain : 
Thou shalt see where angels dwell 
In a bright and happy sphere. 
In the wonders buried here 
Thou shalt see both Heaven and Hell ! 

[^Exeunt. 



SCENE IV. — A BEICOTE PABT OP THE MOim- 
TAIS: AT THE EXTBEICITT OP THE 8TA&E A 
aLOOMT OAVEBK. 



JEnter the sura, philip, lesbia, IiAOOHaibs, the 
CAPTAiir, emd a crowd of people, conducted hy 

PATBICK. 

Pause, Patrick ! thou art going 
To a dark and dismal spot — 
Where the mid-day sun hath not 
Ever enter'd bright and glowing — 
Where no Hving thing is growing, 
Shunn'd at once bv man and brute. 
Cease then &om thy vain endeavour, 
Por that rugged path was never 
Trodden by a human foot I 
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We for manj a leiigthen*d year, 
Who have lived here from our youth, 
Never dared to leam the truth 
Of the secrets hidden here : 
For the entnmoe did appear 
Terror-guarded, as to make 
Even the bravest bosom chill ! 
None have ever cross'd this hill, 
Or this dark mysterious lake. 

And the only sound we heard, 
Borne the troubled wind along, 
Was the sad funereal song 
Of some lone nocturnal bud. 

PHILIP. 

Do not persist to enter here. 

PATBICK. 

Let not fear disturb your breasts — 
'Tis a heavenly treasure rests 
In this cavern. 

KIKO. 

What is fear? 
Gould the wild volcano wake 
Any feeling of the name ? 
No ; although the central flame 
Bush'd thereout, and lightnings brake 
From the Heaven's durjointed sphere — 
Though the cover'd earth were brown 
With the smoke and fire rain'd down, 
Tet my soul were proof to fear. 

JSnter polowia. 

POLOIOA. 

Stay ! unhappy people, stay I 
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Daring, wild, and indiscreet, i | 

Faaa not in with erring feet-^ ^ 

Euin lieth in the way ! i 

From myself, with hurried footsteps, flying, 
I have sought this wilderness profound : 
Where the pure bright summer beam is dying ' 

In the shadow of this hill oak<<srown'd — 
That at length as in its dark grave lying,. 
Never more could my offence be found ; 
Here I seek a brief repose from strife. 
Shutting out the angry waves of life — 

Not a guide had hostile fate decreed tne. 
As I dared upon my path to stray. 
Vain the hand that would attempt to lead me. 
Through the tangled wildness of the way ; 
r'^T^m the terror yet I have not freed me — 
From the admiration and dismay, 
Which were waken'd by this mountain's gloom. 
And the hidden wonders of its womb ; 

See this rock (that it has not decended 
O'er the vale a miracle appears !) 
Still it hangs as it has hung suspended, 
Threat'ning ruin for unnumber'd years ; 
In the mountain's cavem'd jaws extended 
Still it Heth— checks and interferes 
With the breath that from this cave escapes. 
Wherewith the melancholy mountain gapes :* 



jt 



But I remember, 



Two miles on this side of the fort, the road 
Crosses a deep ravine ; 'tis rough and narrow, 
And winds with short turns down the precipice ; 
And m its depth there U a mighty rock 
Which has from rnvmaginahle yeaan, 
SMbstcmed itsdf with terror cmd with Unl 
Over the gulf, and with the (xgony 
With which it clings seems slowly coming down : 
Even as a wretched soul hoar after hour 
Clings to the mass of life : yet, clinging, leans ; 
And leaning, makes more dark the dr&id abyss. 
In which it fears to fidl ; beneath this crag 
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'By these cypreBB-treeB, in terror Bpeeding 
Through the lips of Bever'd rocu, I stray'd, 

. There I saw a monstrouB neck receding, 
Deep and dark and noiBome in the shade. 
Though little life the BiinleBB air was breedinf?. 
Some uselesB plants about the entrance play'd 
Of that vast space — the horror and afiBright 
Of day, and dwelling of the frozen night : 

I enter'd there to try and make my dwelling 
Within the cave : but here my accents fall, 
My troubled voice, against my will rebelling, 
Poth interrupt so terrible a tale : 
"What novel horror, all the past excelling, 
Must I relate to you, with cheeks all pue, 
Without cold terror on my bosom seizing. 
And even my voice, my breath, my action 
freezing P 

But scarce had I o'ercome my hesitation. 

And gone within the cavern's vaults profound, 
When I heard such shrieks of lamentation, 
Screams of grief that shook the walls around — 
Curses, blasphemy, and desperation ; 
Crimes avow'd that would even Hell astound — 
Which the Heavens, determined not to hear. 
Had placed within this prison dark and drear. 

Let him come who doubts what I am telling — 
Let him bravely enter who denies— 
Soon his ears shall hear the dreadful yelling, 
Soon the horrors gleam before his eyes — 
But for me I feel my bosom swelling. 
And my tongue grow silent with surprise : 

Huge as despair, as if in weariness. 
The melancholy moantain yawns." — ^Thb Gbnci. 
Shelley says, '* ^ idea in this speech was sngvested bv a 
most sublime passage in ' ElPnrgatorio de San l^atrioio of 
Galderon.'' llie same idea is to be found in " Amor des- 
pues de la Muerte," and probably in some other dramas 
of CSalderon. 
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I muBt oeaae— for it is wrong, I feel, 
Heayen's moat wondrous Becrets to reveal. 

PATBICK. 

THis cave, Egerio, which you see, concealeth 
Many myBteries of life and death. 
Not for him whose hardened bosom feeleth 
Noueht of true repentance or true £Edth. 
But he who freely enters, who revealeth 
All his sins with penitential breath, 
Shall endure his purgatory then. 
And return forgiven back again. 

Dost thou think, Patrick, that my spirit 
Is so despicable, poor, and weak, 
That a woman's nature I inherit ? 
But which of you shall enter ? Philip, speak. 

PHILIP. 

My Lord, I dare not. 

KTSGt. 

Captain, then the merit 
Is for thee. 

CAPTAIlSr. 

My Lordy some other seek. 

KLSGt, 

Laoghaire, thou wilt not act like those ? 

LAOOHAIBE. 

My gracious Lord, the Heavens interpose ! 

KTSGt. 

O cowards ! lost to every sense of shame ! 
Unfit to gird the warrior's sword around 
Your shrinking loins — ^Men are ye but in 
name! 
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Well, I myself bIuJI be the first to sound 
The depths of this enchantment and proclaim 
Unto tnis Christian, that mj heart nnawed, 
Nor dreads his incantations, nor his Gk>d ! 
\^Sere the mouth rfthe cave if dueavered, 
the 9M9t horrible that eon he imagimed; 
within U ie a pit^ into which sgbbio 
ruihee; he Hnkeinitwithmuehnoiee — 
flamee rieefrom helow^ and manff voices 
are heard,"] 

POLOiriA. 

How terrible ! 

LAO0HAIBI. 

Sow awfol ! 

PHILIP. 

What a wonder ! 
OAPTAnr. 

The earth is breathing out its central fire. 

[Ilxit, 

LAO0HAIBB. 

The axes of the sky are burst asunder. [Exit, 

POLOKIA. 

The Heavens are loos'ning their collected ire. 

[JEseit. 

LXSBIA. 

The earth doth shake, and peals the sullen 
thunder. [Exit. 

PATBICK. 

O Mighty Lord, who will not now admire 
Thy wondrous works ? [Exit, 

PHILIP. 

Who that is not insane 
Will enter Patrick's Furgatoiy again P [Uxit. 
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ACT in. SCENE L— A stbbbt. 



Unter jvjlV rxVLyfaniattiealhf dressed as a soldier, 
and LUDOTico very pensive. 

PAUL. 

Some day I knew 'twould liappen. so. 

And that the day has come is plain, 

When I should ask you to explain 

What I so much desire to know : 

You will remember, in the dark, 

How, from my cabin I did start, 

To point you out the nearest part 

Where you, with safety, might embark. 

Another time, pray recollect, 

Tou said. Or come with me, or die — 

Of two such evils how that I 

The greater evil did select, 

Which was to foUow in your train — 

How, as a shadow, at thy side, 

With thee I've wander'd far and wide. 

Throughout fair Italy, and Spain, 

France, Scotland, England, all have been 

Explored by us, and we, in fact, 

Have left no strange and distant tract. 

Unvisited. At length we're seen. 

Thus having pass'd o'er land and sea. 

Upon the Lish coast again : 

I, J uan Paul, with 'wilder'd brain, 

Gonfiised, amazed at what I see — 

Your hair, and beard of monstrous size — 

Your counterfeited voice — ^your dress 

So changed — implore you to confess 

Why thou dost wear such strange disguise ?— 

By day you never leave the inn, 
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Sut in the frostr, midnight air 
Jl thousand wild eiploits 70a dare, 
"Without remembering we are in 
A hmd where everythmff has changed — 
^Where nothing can be heard or seen 
Aa we rememoer ther had been, 
"When formerly this land we ranged : 
£^erio the Kin^ is dead,. 
Killed by despair's unceasing pains, 
AnS Lesbia, his daughter, reigns. 
Queen of this kingdom in his stead, 
Because Polonia— 

LUnOTIOO. 

Oh! proceed. 
But name me not Folonia*s name ; 
Do not destroy my trembling frame, 
Nor terrify me with a deed 
For which so many tears I shed ! — 
I know at length rolonia died. 

PAUL. 

Our host, with whom we here abide, 
Told me, as how they found her dead, 
And 

LUDOTICO. 

Cease, I do not wish that thou 
The manner of her death should state — 
Enough for me to mourn her fate. 

PAUL. 

He also said, the people now 
Are all good Christiaiis here ; they know 
The sinM state from which they ned, 
Because, one Patrick, who is dead 

LunoYioo. 
Is Patrick dead P 



222 TH« FVBGATOKT.OF 

PAUL. 

Oar host aays so. 

LVDOYIOO. 

Badly haye I folfill'd my vow — * [Atide. 

Proceed: 

PAUL. 

The fSEuth of Christ did preach, 
And, as a proof that he did teach 
The truth about the soul, and how 
It seeks in death some other clime, 
A wondrous cave discovered here, 
And what a cave ! He shakes with fear 
Who hears it named ! 

LunoTico. 

Another time 
I heard the same miraculous tale. 
Which made my hair in terror stand. 
They say the dwellers in this land 
See sights that make the boldest quail. 

PAtTL. 

Since thou, in melancholy mood, 

In mingled terror and affright, 

Nor use thy tongue, nor use thy sight^ 

But hide as if by foes pursued : 

Since this is so, Seilor, 'tis clear 

You have not come to hear or see 

These things, how wondrous they may be. 

Say then, at once, what brings us here ?— 

Nor think my doubts impertinent. 

LunoYioo. 

m answer all — ^from out your cot 
I took you — in some lonely spot 
To slay you was my first intent — 
But then it better did appear 
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To take jou where my ateps miffht wend, 
Ab my oompanion and my friend — 
Throwing aside the dreadful fear 
That made me ahun the sight of man. 
In fine, that yon bemg with me, Ftal, 
I might find solace, after all ; 
Through many yarious lands we ran, 
^or didst thou, as we roam*d along, 
Feel need of aught. But now 1*11 say 
Why we are here-— it is to slay 
A man who did me grieyous wrong : 
It is on this account I go, 
Concealing country, dress, and name, 
It is at this I oyer aim 
Throughout the niffht, because my foe 
Is the most powerful person here ! 
And that I may to you confide 
Why you to-day are at my side : 
Listen, the cause shall soon appear — 
Three days haye pass'd away since I 
Came to this dty in disguise, 
And twice beneath the midnight skies. 
Here haye I sought my enemy, 
In his own street, at ms own door, 
Each time a figure pass'd me by, 
Disffuised, and so contriyed that I 
Had to postpone the death I swore. 
He call'd me in the lonely street, 
And when I sought to reach him near, 
To me he seem*d to disappear, 
As if the wind were in his feet — 
To-night I thought it best that you 
Should come alone with me, that so 
The figure we mi^t surely know — 
Caught as it were between us two. 

PAtTL. 

Who are the two P 
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LUDOTIOO. 

Why, you and I. 

PAUL. 

I am not one. 

LUDOVIOO. 

I^ot one P 

PAITL. 

Oh! no, 
Senor, whenever you will go 
On such exploits as now you try, 
I am not one, nor half a one — 
With my Lord Shadow's fearful stories, 
Or with my Lady Purgatory's, 
I am determined to have done : 
In all my life, by day or night. 
The other world's strange affairs 
Were never known among my cares ; 
Methinks in this I acted right — 
But place me 'gainst a thousand men, 
And if I quickly do not run 
Prom the whole thousand — nay, from one. 
Gall me the maddest mortal then. 
Por who would rather choose to die, 
Who for a little race at most — 
A thing of such a trifling cost — 
Could his own life and safety buy ? 
My life I value very high — 
Here leave me till you've done, and then, 
Senor, come back for me again. 

LTTDOVICO. 

This is the house : Philip must die 
To-night beneath my vengeful hand-* 
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We soon shall see if Hearen defends 
His life, or only but pretends — 
Here in this place you best can stand. 

IhUer a figube MJTBThMD in a eloah 

PAUL. 

That I doubt ; — ^but some one cometh. 

LTOOTIOO. 

Fortune doth this night befiriend me, 
Since it gives me the occasion 
iN'ow to take a double yengeance : 
Nothing shall disturb mj furj, 
Nothinc; shall prevent my slaying, 
First, this strange, mysterious figure ; 
Philip's death shaU follow after. 
'Tis the person that I spoke of. 
By his gait and dress I Know him : 
But what terror makes me tremble 
To behold him ? 

FIOTTSE. 

Ludovico! 

LUDOYIOO. 

Caraliery two nights already 
Have I met you here : inform me, 
If you call me, why thus fly me ; 
If you seek me, why depart thus ? 

FiauBE. 
Follow me, you then shall know me ! 

Lirnoyico* 

Pardon me, I have some business 
In this street that makes it needful 
Here to.be without a witness ; 
And in killing you, I'll fancy 

TOL. II. Q 
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That I kill another penon: 

Draw or not your sword, this moment 

I shall take a douhle Tengeance 2 

[^Drawi his sward and strikes at the FigurCt 

hut only cuts the mr,"] j 

Heavens ! 'tis but the air I strike at ! 
Intercept him, Paul, beside thee. 

PAUL. 

I don't practise intercepting. 

LtTDOVICO. 

Through the cit^ I shall track thee. 

Up and down, till I discover 

"VSHio and what you are. Ah ! vainly [Aside, 

Does my sword flash out its lightnings 

To destroy him — they are powerless, 

Either to offend or touch him. 

[They go out, Enio striking at the Figure 
without touching it,'] 

Miter PHILIP. 

PAUL. 

God be with them ! One has vanished [Aside. 

From the street, and now another 

Gomes to me. I am bewilder'd — 

Like St. Antony, I'm tempted, 

Both by figures and by phantoms: 

I must hide me in this doorway, 

Till the other passes by me. 

PHILIP. 

Love— aspiring, wild, and daring— 
With the favoinrs of a kingdom — 
Makes me now a happy lover, 
Por Pobnia, in the desert 
Living among trees and brambles, 
Citizen of lonely mountains — 
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Islander of lake-bound idets. 
Has lerisoed unto her sister 
Lesbia, uie throne and kingdom. 
I, through interest more than love, 
Pay imoeasing court to Lesbia, 
Worshipping her rank and station : 
Now I come from hopeful oonrerse 
With her at her grated window : 
But what's this P — each night a stranger 
Here I meet upon my threshold ! 

PAXTL, 

Ah ! this way it is approaching— 
Why to me comes every phantom ? 

PHILIP. 

Cavalier! 

PAlTIi. 

I do not answer 
To that name : he is addressing 
Some one else. 

PHILIP. 

This is my dwelling. 

PAUL. 

Welly thank Gk>d! I'm not your tenant : 
For a thousand years enjoy it, 
Without courtiers for your lodgers. 



If you here are forced to tarry, 
It concerns me not. Allow me 
Boom to pass you in the entrance. 

PAUL, 

What Qk. civil-spoken phantom ! lAntle. 

Ah ! these ghosts are arrant cowards ! 

<22 
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Whether have, Sir, I have buBiness^ 
Or have not, it makes no matter ; 
Here to enter you are welcome— 
I would be the last to hinder 
Any gentleman from going 
Home to bed. 

MILIP. 

You much oblige me ! 
Truly very valiant shadows [Ajside, 

Haunt this street ; 'tis somewhat curious 
That for several nights a stranger 
Here I've met, who, when I seek him, 
Eades among the darksome doorways : 
But this matter naught concerns me.' [Exit. 
[PATJL &raw8 Ms sword <md affects to follow 

PHILIP. 

PAUL. 

Now he's gone, I may be valiant. 
Q-ood Mr. Shadow, stop, I pray the^, 
Or, if not Mr. — Miss, or Madam : 
Ah ! I cannot overtake him — 
Heavens ! 'tis but the air I strike at ! — 
Well if this the cavalier is 
Whom we have so long expected, 
He is amost lucky fellow 
To have got to bed so safely : 
But another sound approaches — 
Sword-strokes mix'd with angry voices ; 
Here they come — ^but thus I leave them. 

\jExtt* 

JEnter the cloaked pigueb and lttdovico. 

LUDOTICO. 

Cavalier ! we have departed 
From the siari^et : if there was ill it 
Aught to interrupt our combat ; 
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Here, at length, we two are standing 
face to fikce, to end the quarrel- 
Since my sword cannot offend you, 
I must learn, upon you rushing, 
Who and what you are. Acknowledge 
Are you phantom, man, or demon P 
Are you silent ? then 'tis needful 
That your dark disguise I open. 

And discover 

[jETtf tears open the eloah and discovers a 
skeleton. 

Heaven defend me ! 
What is this ? Oh ! Lord Almighty ! 
What a spectacle of terror ! — 
Horrid vision ! Orisly phantom ! 
Stiff and flesfaless corse, who are you — 
Ashes feigning life and motion ? 

riGTJBB. 

Mortal, know you not yourself ? 

Here you see your truest picture — 

I am Ludovico Enio ! [Disappears. 

LTOOTICO. 

Aid me, Heaven ! what dismal tidings ! 
Aid me, Heaven ! what fearful vision ! 
Shadows, sorrows crowd around me, 
And my wretched life is over ! 

[He falls on the ground. 

Enter paxil. 

PAUL. 

^Tis my master's voice that calleth — 
See, my lord, that succour cometh 
Now in me : 

LUDOVICO. 

Oh! horrid monster] 
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Why return again P Thy accents 
Overwhehn my soul ! 

PAUL. 

He's frantic — 
I am not a horrid monster, 
But poor Juan Paul — that ninny — 
Who too faithfully attends thee, 
Without knowing why or wherefore. 

LTinovico. 

Paul, excuse me, that my terror 
Made me first not recognise thee, 
That indeed is little wonder 
When my very self I know not. . 
Did yoii see, as here you enter'd, 
A dread shape — a grisly spectre P — 
One by fleshless bones suppNorted — 
One with fingers cold and rigid — 
One with eyeless sockets staring — 
Where is he ? 

PAUL. 

Indeed, I know not : 
Had I seen him, on the instant, 
I, n^ore dead than he, had fiillen. 

LUnOYICO. 

And so would every human being ; 
Thus I fell, with stifled accents. 
All my senses scared or frozen — 
All my limbs with cold lead fetter'd — 
While, above me,^ seem'd descending 
Of two poles, the wondrous structure, 
By my strength alone supported ; 
And from everythiBg around me 
There did start some hidden terror : 
Mighty rocks from gentle flowers — 
Giants from the midst of roses : 



i 
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For the earth finom out itt centre, 
Flung its grisly hort of shadowB, 
And I saw myaelf Among them I 
From' that sight, in pity, hide me, 
Gracious Heayen I O Earth, conceal me 
In your darkest, central caverns. 
That I ne'er again may see me I 
Or, if that sad siffht be needful. 
Let me see myscu the monster 
That I was — ^the daring rebel. 
Proud, insane, and disobedient, 
Who God's law so violated — 
He, for whom, if God would punish 
Grimes as they deserve, the torments 
Even of Hell were insufficient — 
Which he must endure for ever. 
While God reigns or hell existeth ; — 
But this truth I treasure also. 
That these crimes have been committed 
'Gainst a God so fiill of mercv. 
That I yet can gain their pardon. 
If, with bitter tears, I weep them : 
Such repentance now doth seize me; 
And that I, even from this moment, 
Mav become a new-born creature. 
In His saving hands I place me : 
'Not according to thv justice. 
Judge m^, O eternal J^ather ! 
But according to thy mercy ; 
For thy attributes are blended 
Both of mercy and of justice: 
Deign to let me know some method 
Of repentance, of atonement : 
What will be a satisfaction 

For my life ? 

' [^Musie within. 

VOICES. 

The Purgatory 1 
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irSOTICO^ 

Heavens ! what sonorous accents 
Breathe around ! A revelation 
Do they seem, for Heave^ assisteth 
The repentant, humbled sinner, 
In its own mysterious manner : 
And since comes the inspiration 
Prom on higb, I wish to enter 
Into Patrick's Purgatory : 
Humbly and devoutly keeping 
Thus the promise that I gave him. 
If indeed it be my fortune — 
There to meet with holy Patrick : 
If the trial have its dangers, — 
Since all human strength is powerless 
Either to resist its terrors, 
Or to bear the awAil torments 
Which the vengeful demons fashion — 
Still I should remember likewise 
That my crimes were just as dreadful. 
And that in the same proportion 
I must suffer-as physicians, 
Curing desperate diseases. 
Act on desperate prescriptions.— 
Paul, come with me, you shall see me 
At the bishop's feet laid prostrate 
With repentance and with terror ; 
All my ^eadful sins confessing. 

PATTL. 

No, Sir — ^you must take this journey 
By yourself — a man so valiant 
Surely needeth no companion — 
And It seems an innovation 
That a gentleman should go io 
Hell attended by his valet : 
To my village I shall saunter. 
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Where I'll liye without vexation,^- 

If I need muBt have hobgoblmsy 

Lucy will be quite sufficient. \BsU, 

LUnOTIOO. 

As mj many crimes were public, 

So shall be my de^ repentance — 

Like a man possessed 1 11 wander 

Through the world, my sins procbuming : 

Men, wild beasts, deserted mountains, 

Starry globes, dim wildernesses, 

Tender phmts, dry sapless elm-trees, 

I am Ludoyico !^iio ! 

At my name with horror tremble ! 

I, who lately was the proudest, 

Now confess myself the humblest ; 

I have faith and firm reliance 

That you yet shall see me happy, 

If in G-od's name blessed Patrick 

Aid me in the Purgatory. \JExU. 



The inteiriew between Lndovioo^ Enio, and the Skeleton, 
at p. 229, Bays a recent writer, " is a scene truly CaMeronio 
— ^the hour, Uie place, the intended assassin, and the sudden 
reflection of himself with his guilty conscience impersonate 
before him ; it reminds us of that wild &ble of Jeremy Taylor 
or Fuller, about the bird with a human face, that feeds on 
human flesh imtil it chances to see its reflection in a stream, 
and then it pines away for grief that it has killed its feUow." 
— Westminstbb Rivncw, vol. Uy. p. SOS. 



S84 THE PtmOATOBT OF 



SCENE n. — A, WILD KOnrTAIK BIBTBICT ; A 
IiAXB nr THS DIBTiJirCS. 



POLOKIA appeari upon the tlope cf a mountain ; 
she descends slowly to the stage. 

POLOKIA. 

To Thee, O Lord ! my spirit climbs, 
To Thee from every lonely hill 
I bum. to sacrifice my will 
A thousand and a thousand times. 
And such my boundless love to Thee, 
I wish' each will of mine a living soul could be. 

Would that my love I could have shown 
By bearing for thy sake, instead 
Of that poor crown that press'd my head. 
Some proud, imperial, golden crown- 
Some empire, which the sun surveys 
Through all its daily course and gilds with con- 
stant rays. 

This humble home, 'neath rocks uphurl'd. 
In which I dwell, though poor and small, 
Compared to this great mountain-wall, 
Is the eighth wonder of the world — 
The smallest cave that in it lies 
Exceeds the haUs of kings in majesty and size. 

Far better on some natiu^ lawn. 
To see the mom its gems bestrew, 
Or watch it weeping pearls of dew 
Within the white arms of the dawn ; 
Or view, before the sun, the stars 
Drive o'er the brighten'd plain their swiftly 
fading cars. 

Far better to behold, when free, 
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Through Heayen, the shades of evening play — 

The shining chariot of the day 

Gk> down amid the western sea — 

Better in darkness and in light, 

My Yoioe should speak thy praise, O Lord, by 

day and night ! 
Than to endure the inner strife— 
The specious glare, but real weight 
Of pomp, and power, and pride, and state. 
And all the vanities of life : 
How would we shudder could we deem 
That life itself, in truth, is but a fleeting 

dream! 

Unier Lvnovico. 

Lirnovico. 

True to my purpose, on I go, [Aside, 

With footsteps strong, and bosom brave, 
Looking for that mysterious cave 
Where the pitying Heavens will show 
How m^ salvation I may gain 
By bearing in this life tne Purgatorial pain : 

[2b FOLOFIA. 

Pivinest woman ! if you be 

A dweller in this lonely ground. 

Or in the neighbouring hills around, 

The shortest way point out to me. 

That leads unto the wondrous cave. 

Where penitential man his living soul may save. 

JPOLOliriA. 

Portunate traveller, to whom 

This boon was granted at thy birth. 

To seek that treasure which the earth 

Conceals within its richest womb — 

Well can I guide thee on thy way, 

For this, and this alone, amid these wilds I stay. 

This mountain, do you see P 
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LXTDOVICO, 

I see lAside. 

My death in it. 

POLOITLl. 

Oh ! woe and feop ! [Aside. 
My soul ! what man is this that's here P 

LXTDOTICO. 

I cannot think that it is she ! [Ajside, 

POLONIA. 

Can it be he whom now I scan ? {Aside, 

Lrnovico. 
It is that hapless maid ! [Aside. 

POLONIA. 

It is that wretched man ! [ALside. 

LXTDOVICO. 

It may be only an illusion, 
Sent to dazzle and mislead, 
My intent to change — Proceed : [lb polonia. 

POLONIA. 

Can it be for my confusion, [Aside, 

Man's dread enemy doth send 
This spectre in my path ? 

LTOOTICO. 

You do not speak. 

POLONIA. 

Attend : 
This monstrous hill, with rocks bestrewn, 
Full well the dreaded secret knows, 
But no one to its centre goes 
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B^ walking o'er tke land alone. 
He who would see this wondrous caye 
Must in a bark put forth and tempt the lake's 
dark wave : 
Sevenge doth seek to burst its chain, {^Ande, 
But pitj doth its rage subdue* 

LUDOTICO. 

My days their darksome hours renew, lAside, 
Since I behold her once again. 

POLOKIA. 

What feelings in my bosom blend ! ^Aside. 

LUDOVICO. 

I feel as I were dead ! — ^You do not speak. 

POLONIA. 

Attend ! — 
This darksome lake doth all surround 

Yon hill that cleaves the heavens' deep blue — 

Across whose level wave, by you. 

An easy pathway mav be found ; 

And in the middle of the isle 

A convent's sacred walls beneath the sunlight 
smile ; 
Some holy monks inliabit there. 

And for this task alone the^ live, 

"With pious zeal to freely give 

The helping hand, the strengthening prayer — 

Confession, and the Sacred Mass, 

And ev'ry pious aid to ail who thither pass^ 
Telling them what they first must do 

Before thej dare piLxme to go» 

Alive, within the realm of woe- 
Let not this enemy subdue {Aside, 

My soul, Lofd I 
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LVBOTIOO. 

Mr hopes are fiur, \_Atiie. 

Let me not feel, O Lord ! tlieaiigiiiflhafdeapair! 
Seeing before my aturtied sight 
Mj greatest, deepest erime arise : 
Let not the fiend, mj soul, that tries. 
Subdue me in this dreadful fight. 

POLOVIA. 

What greater foe could y^igeaiice lend [Aside. 
Than he who standeth here ? 

LTTDOVICO. 

You do not speak : 

POLOHIA. 

Attend: 

LTOOVIOO. 

With quicker words your story tell, 
For well I know my soul doth need 
That I should go with swifter speed ! 

POLOIHA. 

And me it doth import as well 
That you should go away. 

LUDOVICO. 

Agreed ! 
Now, woman, point the way to where my path 
doth lead. 

POLOKIA, 

No one accompanied can pass 
Across the bosom of this lake. 
But each a little bark must take 
And tr^ alone the rippling glass. 
Being in that most trying strait, 
The lord of his own deeds — th^ master of his fate. 
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Comey where within a ieoret eaye, 
Beside the shore the boat doth lie, 
And trusting in the Lord on high, 
Embeii upon the crystal ware 
Of this remote and lonely 



LimoTioo. 

My life and all I hare, O bark ! I trust to thee, 

And thus confide me to thy care : 

But, O my soul ! I shake with fear. 

For it a coffin doth appear, 

Tn which, presumptuously I daie 

To try this dark and icy tide ! 

[J2d eniert within. 

POLOKIA. 

Do not return, proceed, and in the Lord confide ! 

LTOOTioo, foithin. 

Victory! victory is mine, 
Polonia, for before thy sieht 
My spirit has not quailed. 

FOLOBIA. 

To flight 
Hare I too made my wrath resign 
Here in this Babylonian realm. 

LTOOTICO. 

The seeminff shape you wear doth not my soul 
o*erwhdm. 
Although you take a well-known form 
To turn me ficom my path astray. 
And make me falter on my way. 

POLOKIA. 

^dly thy fear doth thee inform, 
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Poor trembler I — only rich in fear ; 
For I, Folonia*8 self, alone am standing here ; 
The same jour murderous dagger slew, 
Who hj the Heavens' mysterious grace 
Live in this wild and desert place, 
And feel more peace than e'er I knew. 

Lrnovico. 

Since I confess, with sorrowing heart, 
The many sinful scenes in which IVe play'd my 
- part. 
Do thou pronounce my pardon too* 

POLOKIA. 

You have my pardon and my prayers. 

LITDGVIOO. 

Naught from my breast my firm faith scares. 





POLOKIA, 


Erer confide 


in it. 




LUJ>OYI0O. 




Adieu ! 


' 


POLONIA. 


Adieu! 






LTTDQVICO. 


, ■ 


May God his wrath restrain I 



And may he bring you back yictorious once 
again! [JEW^. 
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SCENE m.— THE ISLATO. 



JEnier two cakoks BxaxriiAB. 

TIBST OAirON. 

There's not the fiainteBt zephyr blowing, 
And yet the lake's calm waves are rippled, 
Doubtless, o'er its bosom, pilgrims 
To the island are approaching. 

SECOND CAKOK. 

Let us, to the shore descending, 
Learn who are the daring mortsils 
Who are bold enough to visit 
Our obscure and distant dwelling. 

SfUer LTOOVTCO. 

LXTDOVIOO. 

To the waves I have confided 
Mjr strange bark, or rather coffin : 
"Who, through fire and snow, e'er ventured 
In his sepulchre till now ? 
What a pleasant prospect opens ! 
Here methinks the spring has summon'd 
To her gay and varied Cortes 
The noble and plebeian flower : 
There a dismal mountain riseth, 
And the two so greatly differ, 
That their very opposition 
Binds them in a closer bond : 
There are mournful night-birds wailing, 
With their screams awak'ning terror ; 
Here are joyful song-birds warbling 
Notes that fill the heart with joy : 
VOL. n. B 
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There the angry torrent ruslieth 
Headlong down the frowning mountain ; 
Here the gentle streamlet gudeth, 
Giving mirrors to the sun : 
Half-way 'twixt these different regions. 
One so fair and one so frowning, 
Biseth up a stately building. 
Which awakes my love and fear ! 

TIBST OAKOK. 

Hi^py traveller, who hither 

Has to-day thy courage brought thee. 

To my arms approach. 

LT7D0VIC0. 

'Twere better 
That before thy feet I kneel, 
But conduct me now in pity 
To the grave and reverend prior. 
Who tms sacred convent rules. 

7IBST OAKOir. 

I am he, although unworthy ; 

Speak, proceed, what interrupts thee P 

LUnOYlCO. 

Eather, if my name I mention. 
Much I fear that you will fly me, 
Fright'ned at the sound ; for truly 
All my actions are so wicked. 
That the shining air around us, 
jN"ot to see them, would be cover'd 
With a cloudy veil of mourning. 
I am an aby^s of horror, 
And a stormy sea of fury ; 
I am a map of misbehaviour. 
And the world's most awful sinner — 
In a word, lest breath should fail me. 
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I am LudoTico Enio : 

I haye come the care to enter, 

Wheie, if any satiafaction 

Can be made for crimes so deadljr, 

M7 repentance there shall make it. 

I have been absolved — confessing 

To the Bishop of Hibemia 

All my sins ; who being acquainted 

With my wish and my mtention 

Here to come, with loye and council 

Strenjgthen'd my weak resolution, 

And for thee these letters gave me. 

[OiveM them. 

FIBST OAirOK. 

Ludovico, do not yenture 

On so great an undertaking 

In one day, it is a subject 

That requires deliberation — 

Stay with us our guest a short time, 

And reflect more cabnly on it. 

LTOOTICO. 

Oh ! my father, I shall neyer 
Eise from where I now am kneeling 
Till you grant me this great fayour — 
It was Gk)d's own inspiration, 
That did driye me lon^g hither, 
And not yanity^, ambition, 
Nor desire to know the secrets 
Hidden here : do not, I pray thee, 
Interrupt my good intention, 
For it is a true yocation ; 
Oh ! my father, yield in pity, 
Ghrant this fayour to my suff'ring. 
Ghnmt my grief this consolation, 
Grant this soothing to my sorrow. 

b2 
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FIB8T OAKOK. 

Little think'st thon, Ludovico, 
What is the great boon thou'rt askiiig, 
For it is through Hell's dread torment 
That you seek to pass : your valour 
Will not bear you through the ordeal ! 
Many are there, Ludoyico, 
Enter here, but few return. 

LTJDOVICO. 

Fear doth not at all affi-ight me, 

For once more I do protest me, 

That my only wish or object 

Is to purge my crimes — ^whose number 

Far exceeds the sands of ocean. 

Or the atoms of the simbeam : 

I have hope and firm reliance 

In the Lord, whose name shall conquer 

All the powers of Hell. 

FIBST OXSON. 

The fervour 
Of the words you speak compel me 
Now the awful doors to open : 
This is the cavern, Ludovico ! 

[^Opens the mouth of the eave. 

LUDOVIOO. 

Heaven preserve me P 

7IBST GAiroir. 

Art thou frightened P 

LTTDOVIOO. 

No ; and yet it makes me tremble. 

PIEST CANOlf. 

Once again, I now implore you 
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Tot no other osuse to enter 
Here, except to ask for pardon 
Tor your sins. 



LODOTICO. 

I now am standing, 
Father, in the cave's dark entrance ; 
Listen to my protestation — 
Men and b^ists, and skies and mountains, 
Day and night, and ye bright planets, 
Sun and moon — ^all, all thmgs listen 
To my thousand protestations : 
*Tis idone to suffer torments 
For the sins that I'to committed 
That I enter here ; my penance 
Can be little satisfaction 
For my crimes ; but something tells me 
I shall find my soul's salvation, 

TIBST CAHOir. 

Enter then ; and ever with thee 
In thy mouth and in thy bosom 
Bear the sacred name of Jesus ! 



LTJDOVICO. 

Lord ! Oh Lord ! be ever with me, 
In thy fidth, as in strong armour. 
In the open field I struggle 
With my enemy, victorious 
From the fight may thy name draw me ! 
Many times the sacred symbol 
Of my faith upon my forehead 
Shall I make. Oh Heaven preserve me ! 
l^Here he goes into the cave, the entrance of 
tohieh closes after him. 
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7IB8T CAKOK. 

In all the peraonB who haye entered 

Here, I never saw such courage : 

Grant him, gracious Lord, thy favour, 

That he may resist the demons 

And their strong temptations, trusting 

To thy name and presence only. [JSxeuni. 



SCENE IV.— THE ISLAKD. 

JEnter l^sbia, fhilip, laoohaibe, the captaik, 

and POLOircA. 

LESBIA. 

While along the road we stray, 
Following where you guide us, let us say 
Why we have come hither now ; 
It was to see you, and to you avow 
All the plans that we have made. 

FOLOIOA. 

Say on, to speak your mind be not afraid, 
"Wliile my footsteps jon pursue. 
Because a sight I bring you now to view 
Such as mortal eyes ne'er saw. 

LESBIA. 

Thus from before my thoughts the veil I draw ; 

You, Polonia, hither came 

To feed, among these wilds, religion's flame, 

Leaving me the splendid care 

Of a crown : 'tis right I share 
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With jou the secrets of mj heart, 

And 80 the whole I will to thee impart : 

My will, being sacrificed, demands 

Not adyioe, my sister, but commands : 

Woman needs a stronger head 

Than is her own, for council — she must wed. 

POLOKIA. 

Yes : and much I shall rejoice 

If for a bridegroom Philip is your choice, 

For a double joy 'twill be 

To giye a husband and a crown to thee — 

That my loye may be the source 

Whence all your blessings flow. 

LSSBIA. 

For many a course 
Of the sun — ^which lives and dies 
Daily and nightly 'mid the chaimnff skies — 
That glorious Fhcenix which doth give 
New Bfe in its refulgence— may'st thou live ! 

POLOKIA. 

Now that you have said so much 

On what concerns yoiur marriage, let us touch 

On the matter that doth send 

You hither after me, and so attend : — 

In a penitential glow, 

A man came hither whom we aU do know, 

Seeking out for Patrick's cave. 

To ent^ there, and so his soul to save : 

He did enter, and to-day 

Again comes forth : to show you that dismay 

Than wonder cannot greater be. 

Here I have brought you all this miracle to see : 

What is his name I nave not said. 

Lest you,perchance,disturbed by inward dread, 
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Should not see the end I sought, 

And so along with me I have ye brought. 

LESBIA. 

Oh ! my sister, it is right 

That I should mingle terror with delight ! 

PHILIP. 

All of us who hither go, 

Desire the truth of a31 these things to know. 

POLOlSriA. 

If, through want of courage, he 

Is doomed for ever in the cave to be, 

We, at least, shall know his fate ; 

But if he comes forth from the cave elate. 

Then &om him, at length, we'll hear 

What these strange things may be : I only fear 

That, through awe, he may not speak. 

And, flying from us, he, perchance, may seek 

Some wild solitude alone. 

LESBIA. 

In wondrous ways the power of God is shown ! 

CAPTAHf. 

At the proper time we're here, 
For see, the monks in lengthened file appear : 
Shedding tears ! — with footsteps slow — 
On to the cave in silent thought they go. 
That they may the entrance ope. 

JEnter, in the habit of OANOirs, a mmber of Beli^ 
gi(yu8 ; they reaeh the eave^from which lvboyioo 
i88iie8 like one amazed, 

EIBST CANON. 

O Lord of Heaven ! in whom is all our hope 
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Some daj to behold thy realm. 

Let not this dungeon cave this soul oyerwhehn': 

Let him back hia footsteps trace 

From out the pit that knows not of thy fiuse ! 

poiiOinA. 

See! 

TIBST CAVOK. 

What joy to us is giyen ! 

PHIUP. 

It is LudoTico ! 

LITDOVICO. 

Aid me, Heayen ! 
Is it possible that I, 
After so many years behold the sky P 
And enjo7 its golden Ught P ^ 

CAPTAnr. 
How confused I 

LAOeHAIBX. 

How blinded with aflSright ! 

piBST OAiroir. 
Embrace me, thou hast acted well ! 

LrnoTioo. 

My arms were chains, my bosom were a ceU : 

Since, Folonia, thou art here, 

I, to obtain my pardon, do not fear : 

Philip ever bless the Lord, 

For twice an angel saved thee from my sword. 

As I watched for thee by night — 

Pardon I ask of all : and now in flight 

I shall seek some desert place. 

Where, unseen by any human &ce, 
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I, in pain, some hope may glean : 

He WQO could see the things that I have seen 

Would to liye in Buffering seek. 

riBBT OANOir. 

In the name of God, I hid thee speak, 
Enio, of the things youVe seen. 

LUDOVICO. 

To so sacred a command I lean 

Suhmissiye, and that earth may he 

Startled from its fearful apathy ; 

And that man may now hegin 

To rise from out the darksome death of sin, 

Waken'd by the tidings that I send, 

To the graye story of this caye attend : — 

After solemn preparation, 

Which so great a yentuie needed, 

And of all a tender farewell 

Having taken, I departed. 

Firm in faith and strong in yalour, 

This most wondrous caye to enter. 

Placing in my Gfod reliance. 

And a thousand times repeating 

Those mysterious words that eyen 

Hell itself doth hear with trembling, 

Slowly entering by the threshold. 

There a little while I waited 

For the closing of the portal : 

When it closed at length I found me 

In such thick and pitchy darkness — - 

In a night so black and mournful — 

That I closed my eyes, and, blinded 

In this way, proceeded onward 

Till I reacheo, with hands outstretched, 

A vast wall that rose before me : 

Following the dark wall's windings 

For about some twenty paces, 
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I approached some rocks, where gleaming 

Through a chink, a light so dubious 

Enter'd that 'twas scaroelj light ; 

As when we behold the coming 

Of the dawn amid the orient, 

We are doubtful if the twilight 

Be the light of mom or not ; 

Still along the left hand keeping, 

Soon I entered on a pathway. 

Where the earth beean to tremble 

Underneath my frightened footsteps, 

As if it would sink m ruin ; 

Almost lifeless there I tarried, 

Till a dreadful clap of thunder. 

With its horrid danffour, woke me 

Prom my trance, and my oblivion ; 

And the earth, where I was standing, 

Opening its centre, hurled me 

Headlonff down the dark abysses. 

Where the stones and earth that followed 

Made a sepulchre around me : 

In a spacious hall of jasper 

Then 1 found me, where the chisel 

Eound about had left its traces 

In the wondrous architecture. 

From a door of bronze there issued 

Twelve grave men, in snow-white garments, 

Who, respectfully approaching, 

Gkve me courteous salutation ; 

One of them, who seemed superior 

To the others, said : *' Bemember 

That you place your faith in God ; 

Be not frightened at beholding 

Demon bands your course opposing, 

For if you should be so wretched 

As to wish to turn back, wrought on 

By theirpromises or threat'nings — 

lou in Hell must ever tarry, 
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SufTring eyerlasting torments :" 
These twelve men were blessed angels, 
Who thus raised my drooping spirits, 
And renewed my sinking courage. 
Soon the spacious hall was peopled 
With a host of demon shadows — 
Hellish visions — rebel spirits — 
Bearing shapes so dark and hideous, 
That the earfch has not a monster 
That these demons doth resemble ; 
And one said : " O foolish mortal, 
Madman, idiot, thou who seekest 
Ere thy time the pain that waits thee. 
And the woe that thou dost merit : 
If thy crimes are great, 'tis proper 
That thy own heart doth condemn thee, 
For thou need'st not hope for mercy 
In the eye of Q-od for ever : 
For what reason comest thou hither ? 
Back again to earth returning, 
Let your whole life there be finished. 
Dying as you have been living : 
Then indeed you may come see us, 
And ascend the seat predestined 
For thee in this darksome region, 
Which must be thy place for ever." 
Giving to these words no answer, 
Then with blows they fell upon me. 
Bound my hands and feet together. 
Pierced me with sharp hooks of metal. 
And along the chambers drew me. 
Till they reached a raging bonfire. 
In the midst of which they threw me ; 
All I said was : Jesus ! aid me ! 
When the hideous demons vanished. 
And the flames were all extinguished ! 
After this I was conducted 
To a field, whose blackened surface 
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Hore wild thoniB and brambles 
^lace of pinks and roses ; 
nold wind penetrated 
btle breath each member 
^he sharpest weapon : 
^me caverns under, 
f man^ guarded, 
*■ 1 wailings issued-^ 

such imprecations 
wuts and relations — 
. a, despairing Toices — 
. lid blasphemies and curses, 
or and o*er again repeated — 
That the veryjiemons trembled : 
Passing onwara, then I found me 
In a meadow which was cover'd 
O'er with flames instead of grasses, 
Which before the wind were swaying, 
Just, as in the burning August, 
Bend the ripe ears of the harvest ; 
So vast the burning plain extended 
That no eye could reach its limits : 
In the midst of it were lying, 
Wrapp'd in flames, unnumber'd people, 
Through whose hands and feet were driven 
Stakes and pins of burning iron, 
Nailing them unto the earth ; 
On their entrails, fiery serpents 
Onawed for ever, and the wretches, 
In their agonizing torments, 
Bit the ground, and then expiring. 
Woke again to life and suffering ; 
Then the vengeful demons threw me 
In the flames, which quickly vanished 
At the sacred name I called on. 
Then^ I came where they were healing 
These same wounds with potent caustic. 
Pouring o'er the hideous ulcers 



254 THX PtTBGATOBT OF 

Melted lead and burning rosin ; — 
Who at this will not afflict him ? 
Who at this will not uplift him ? 
Who at this will feel no sorrow ? 
Who will not despair and tremble P 
Then I saw, from out a mansion, 
Issuing from its walls and doorway, 
Flames arise, as when fire seizes 
On an earthly house, it bursts forth 
By whatever vent it findeth ; 
This, they told me, was the Yilla 
Of Enjoyment — Becreation's 
Bath — where women who indulged in 
Unguents, odours, rouge, and washes. 
In the other life, were punished : 
There I entered, and saw in it. 
Bathing in a snow-filled basin, 
Many fair and lovely women ; 
In the water they were standing, 
Circled round by snakes and serpents — 
Which, of these cold icy billows. 
Were the syrens and the dolphins — 
There their limbs were stiff and frozen, 
In the clear, transparent crystal. 
And their hair on end was standing. 
And their teeth together striking ; — 
Then they led me to a mountain 
Which upraised its lofty forehead 
Through the heavens' blue veil of crystal j 
On its summit, a volcano 
Blazed afar, from out whose crater 
Flames burst forth, and burning lava. 
In wh ose slow and blazing current 
I saw many souls descending ; 
When they reached the base, returning 
Once again they climbed the mountain. 
Thus for many times repeating 
Their descending and ascending ; 
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Then a buminff vapour blowing, 

Made me quicklj seek an exit 

From ibis wild volcanic region : 

Forth I issued, and experienced 

A new wind upon the outside, 

On whose wing came myriad legions. 

Then, 'mid blows and many insults, 

I approached another quarter : 

There it seemed that many spirits, 

I had known elsewhere, were gathered 

Into one vast conmgation. 

Where, although ^as plain they suffered. 

Still they looked with joyous fiM^, 

Wore a peaceable appearance, 

Uttered no impatient accents. 

But with moisten'd eyes uplifted 

Towards the heavens, appeared imploring 

Pity, and their sins lamenting. 

This, in truth, was Purgatory, 

Where the sins that are more venial 

Are pureed out ; the angry demons, 

Seeing that I did not tremole. 

Bather that I waxed in courage. 

Tried upon me greater horrors : 

To a river did they lead me. 

Flowers of fire were on its margin. 

Liquid sulphur was its current. 

Many-headed hydras — serpents — 

Monsters of the deep were in it ; 

It was very broad, and o'er it 

Lay a bridge, so slieht and narrow 

That it seemed a thm line only ; 

It appeared so weak and fragile 

That the slightest weight would sink it : 

Here thy pathway lies, they told me. 

O'er this bridge so weak and narrow ; 

And, for thy still greater horror, 

Look at those who've pass'd before thee : 
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Then I look'd, and saw the wretches, 

Who the passage were attempting, 

Fall amid the sulphurous current, 

Where the snakes with teeth and taLons 

Tore them in a thousand pieces ; 

Notwithstanding all these horrors, 

I, the name of G-od invoking, 

IJndertx)ok the dreadful passage, 

And undaunted hy the billows, 

Or the winds that blew around me, 

Beached the other side in safety. 

Here within a wood I found me, 

80 delightful and so fertile, 

That the past was all forgotten ; 

On my path rose stately cedars, 

Laurels-— all the trees of Eden, 

While the ground, with rose-leaves scattered, 

Spread its white and verdant carpet ; 

Tender birds in all the branches 

Told their amorous complainings 

To the many murmuring streamlets, 

To the thousand crystal fountains. 

Then I saw a stately city, 

Which amid the heavens uplifted 

Many pinnacles and turrets ; 

Precious gold composed its portals, 

AH with flaflhing diamonds gamish'd. 

Topaz, emerald, and ruby, 

Intermix'd their varied lustre ; 

Ere I reached the gates, they open'd, 

And the Saints in long procession 

Game to meet me, men and women. 

Young and old, and youths and maidens, 

All approached serene and happy ; 

Choirs of Seraphim and Angels, 

Breathing Heaven's delicious music. 

Sweetly sung divinest anthems. 

After these at length approached me 
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The resplendent — ^the most glorious — 

The great Patrick — the Apostle. 

Much that dazzling sight rejoiced me^ 

Por by it I was enabl^ 

To fiiM m^ early promise. 

In mj lifetime to behold him. 

He and ail the rest embraced me, 

Pleased at my extreme good fortune ; 

Bidding me farewell, he told me 

That no liying man could enter 

That most glorious, happj city ; 

But that I, to earth returning, 

Should await Gt>d's time and pleasure. 

Back the proper way I wandered 

Unobstructed by the demons. 

And at length approached the entrance. 

When you came to seek and see me. 

Since 1 haye escaped this danger, 

Holy fathers, all I coyet 

Is to liye and die amongst you. 

Por with this is now concluded 

The historic legend told us 

By Dionysius the great Carthusian, 

With Henricus Salteriensis, 

Cesarius Heisterbach^nsis 

Matthew Paris, and Banulphus, 

Monbrisius, Marolicus Siculus, 

Dayid Bothe, and the judicious 

Primate oyer aU Hibemia, 

Bellarmino, Beda, Serpi, 

Friar Dymas, Jacob Sotin, 

Messingham, and in conclusion 

The belief and pious feeling 

Which haye eyerywhere maintained it :* 

* The following is the original of thisconfuaed Ust of autho- 
rities. The text appears to be very imperfect as to some 
of the more obscure names ; I have corrected a few pal- 

TOL. n. S 
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That the drama may be ended, 
And your plaudits may begin. 

pable errors, but in one or two uuitances, I must confess, 
I have been somewhat in doubt as to the particular writer 
indicated by Calderon. 

" Para que con esta acabe 
La historia, que nos refiere 
Dionimo'el gran CartuEdano, 
Con Enrique Saltarense, 
Cesario, Mateo Rodulfo; 
Domioiano Esturbaquense, 
Membroflio, Marco Marulo, 
David Roto, y el prudente 
Primado de toda Hibemiay 
Belarmino, Beda, Serpi, 
Fray Dimas, Jacob Solino, 
Mensignano, y finalmente 
La piedad y la opinion 
Cristiana^ que lo defiende." 
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PERSONS BEFEESENTED. 



THE DUKE OF FLORENCE. 

ENRICO, ) 

V GentUmen in the Duki?$ tervice. 
OCTAVIO, j 



FABIO. 

PONLEVI, Servant to Enrico, 

LISIDA, 



J 



Daughters ofFabio. 
CHLORIS, " 

NISE, their Cousin, 

CELIA, a Waiting Maid. 

MUSICIANS, &c. 



SCENE— FLORENCE, 



TJEUB 

SCARF AND THE FLOWER. 



ACT I.— SCENE I. 



A PUBUO PABK. 



Unter ekbico oimIpoitlxyi in travelling dresses, 

POVIiETI. 

What a joyful thing it is. 
After trayel, to draw nigh 
To one's native oountiy ! 

Bmsico. 

I 

Ne'er haye felt so great a bliss. 

POWLETI. 

No, nor I so great a pain. 
Since in sight of Florence, here, 
After wandering far and near, 
At this distance we remain ; 
Without going there to know 
All the news that it hath got. 

mnsico. 

'Tis that I may know it not 
That I linger here. 
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POKLSTI. 

If 80, 

I'm in doubt to praise or blame, 
As there may be much to fear 
That 'twere better not to hear, 
Since that most loquacious dame, 
Ladj Absence, tattles so ! — 
But as you, in things of weight 
Trust me, speak, I know your state. 

EITBICO. 

Listen then to what you know, — 
I saw Lisida the fair, 
Chloris' sister,— it is true :— 

POITLEVI. 

Yes, I know it, and that you 
Haye no wish but liyes in her. 

EBTfilCO. 

Since as sisters, side by side, 
Darts of loye and of disdain, 
Eyer joined were seen the twain 
In the walks, or windows wide. 
Which of them, in truth, I wooed. 
Which of them I sighed to serve, 
I, the secret did preserve. 
Thus, thy rigour, I subdued, 
Chloris, it of course should be 
Chloris, whom iny service moved. 
Were it Chloris that I loved, 
Chloris would have hated me : — 
I loved Lisida, and she. 
Therefore, love for me did lose ; 
Love doth ever thus confuse 
Fortunes : Chloris (woe is me !) 
Favoured me : there's not of course 
Time to tell how Eabio 
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iSire to both) opposed — and so 
; return to mj discourse : 
She such favour thus did show 
Towards me, that it closed the way 
To my love, which hidden lay, 
Buried in my breast below. 
For I thus could neither be 
With one gentle lady rude, 
Chloris thinking that I wooed 
Her the first, much less that she 
Whom I loved, my suit should gain, 
Since unto her trembling breast 
Was her sister's love confess'd — 
Thus divided, hope is vain, — 
Coward thus of courtesv. 
Blind, unthanked, and lull of sadness, 
Loving Lisida to madness, 
Chloris vainly loving me, 
One I see, the other sigh for. 
Worship one, and one seem wooing, 
Loving one, and one pursuing, 
One I seek, and one i die for, — 
Thus doth joy, divided prove. 
Grief remaining still entire, 
Lisida I still desire, 
Chloris still I cannot love. 

POHXBVI. 

Little trouble, if you knew, 
This, by Jove, would give me. 

ENBICO. 

Why, 
What would you have done ? — 

POKLETl. 

What, I ?— 
I would simply love the two ; 
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And if Lisida adored me, 
I, for Lisida, would die, 
Chloris, I would bid good-bye, 
If I tbongbt that she abhoired me : 
For beyond the £ime that moyes him, 
Or the worth a man is showing. 
With a woman is the knowing 
That another woman lores him. 

Ihiter LISIDA, CHLOBis, KiSE, and cilia, veiled, 

CHLOBIS. 

Oh ! how pleasant is this plain. 
Palace home of plants and flowers ! 

LISIDA. 

In the bright, green, fresh-leaved boii^ers, 
In the sunny £ops of rain. 
May proclaiisitr happy r^ign! 

EKBico, to Ponlevi. 
Stay, behold who wander here ! 

OHLOBIS. 

No, 'tis false, this verdant sphere 
Can a lovelier scene display 
At the dawning of the day. 
As when the sunbeams disappear. 

KISE. 

Can the changing moments make 
Scenes so fair, s^ fairer seem ? 

CHLOBIS. 

Yes, Aurora's magic gleam 

Brighter charms than these can wake. 

irisE. 
'Tis an error — ^a mistake. 
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Thus to giro the crown of light 
To the mom, — the starry night 
Is the only queen. 

ZITBICO. 

Sefiora, 
Wrong not thus the fiur Aurora^ 
Like yourself, a lady bright — 
Being so, 'twere wrong to think 
Aught but grateful love and duty 
To that fair benignant beauty, — 
In whose every breath we drmk 
The orange, jasmine and the pink. 
To whose bnghtness Nature yields 
The sovereign splendour of the day, 
Whose fleeting sceptre hath more sway 
Than that the prouder noontide wields ; 
It brin^th gladness to the fields, 
And colour to the flowers and groves, 
It is the season of the loves. 
Harmonious hour of wakening birds — 
How wrong to use disdainful words 
To her whose perfectness reproves. 

CHLOBis, ande. 
Ah ! me, what form doth meet mine eye ! 

LisiDA, aside. 

Eyes ! who is this that now you see P 
Ikirico ! But if you must spy 
Things scarcely possible, say why 
'Tis thine to kill me P let me die 
By the blind god's hands alone. 

CHLOBIS, to insE. 

Speak thou, that we may not be known 
TJnto these, two, and so pass by : — 
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inss, €uide. 

Yes, the attempt at least I'll tiy : — 
Don Quixote of Aurora bright, 
Say what imports it, that at dawn 
Each dewy flower o'er earth's wide lawn 
May drink the tears it wept at night P 
Say, what imports the golden Hght 
That tips the hills with roseate flame — 
The drops of dew that put to shame . 
The tinted sea-shell's treasures pearly ? 
A lady, that must rise so early. 
Can be no very noble dame ! 

Bimico. 

To rise 'mid interlaced bars 

Of summer woods and natural bowers — 

To change for countless troops of flowers 

The mynad armies of the stars — 

This 'gainst no proper feeling jars : 

If, where the green-boughs meet above, 

She wanders, 'tis but to discover 

The footsteps of her shepherd lover, — 

'Twere less the lady if she strove 

To sleep, when she should watch with love. 

ITESE. 

Well, let her rise and roam the plain, 

And woodlands wild, 'mid mommg's dews, 

Seeking her loves, — ^for me I choose. 

With greater pleasure and less pain, 

In evening's cahn and tranquil reign, 

Mine to enjoy, without a yawn 

Or envy of the spangled lawn ; 

For to my mind 'tis clear display'd 

But for the common herd, was made 

This idle fancy for the dawn. [A noise mthin. 

But what noise is this I hear P 
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CILIA. 

It is the carriage driying near, 
Of the duke. 

Binuoo. 
The duke P 

CILIA. 

TisBo. 

0HLOSI8. 

Better then that we should go 
To our own. Bemain thou here. 
And pardon us, Seiior. 

unaoo. 

But sajy 

Why such haste P 

CHLOBIS. 

Because this waj 
He Cometh after me, and I 
Desire, unknown to pass him bj. 

imiico. 
Perhaps this casualty may, 
Without the breach of custom's laws, 
Permit my wish to serve appear. 
Which is to take away the ^ar 
His coming here to you doth cause ; 
Here where the winding path withdraws 
Into the highway, I shfdl go. 
And then, by meeting Um, shall so 
Divert him, till you have time to gain 
Your carriage, and depart again. 

OHLoms. 

The thanks that for this act I owe. 
At present with this scaif I pay, 
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Small gift witb grateful feelings rife — 
It is tne ranaom of my life. 

[^Gives him an azure seoff. 

xmtico. 

Happy I am to serve you, may 
I know to whom I owe . . . . ? 

CHLOBIS. 

To-day 
It cannot be. [JExewnt ghlobis and kise. 

LisroA, aside. 

And now begin 
Once more, O heavens ! the mental din — 
The heart's wild fears, the soul's eclipse — 
Too small the prison of my lips 
To chain the j^ous fiend within, 
But since I can beneath this veil 
Avenge the burning pang I feel, 
And with the shaft of je^ousy 
Strike dead the heart that makes mine die. 
Let me the subtle poison deal: — 
Sir, since we both so deeply owe 
Our thanks to you, alike we glow 
The debt of gratitude to pay — 
Hers, let that azure scarf display. 
Mine, by this flower I wish to show. 

[ Owes him a flower. 

SNBICO. 

But stay. 

LISIDA. 

Unless you wish to appear 
Discourteous, do not foUow me. [Exit. 

ENBICO. 

My doubt and wonder seem to be 
Greater, the more your words are clear. 
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P05LXYI, to CSLIA. 

Toil, at the least, won't stir from here. 

SITBIOO, to POVLin. 

While, to detain the duke, I go, 

Do thou attempt their names to know. [.&»/. 

POKLBTI. 

If this veiled dame, that hath delayed, 
Is in one sense, a waiting maid- 
She is a woman still, and so 
Perforce must tell me all she knows. 

^ CELIA. 

Do not, mj good gallant, suppose 
That any maid or woman can 
Give lessons to a married man. 
What to permit and not disclose. 

POKLBTI. 

A good conceit, though rather low ! 
But since Saint Secret's day we know, 
Is a feast day that's never kept. 
Help me to work, thou dear adept. 
Say, who are those that late did go ? 
And take .... 

CILIA. 

It is a great temptation ! 

POISXETI. 

For every word your sweet mouth saith 

CXLIA. 

What am I then to take P 

POHLETI. 

Take breath, 
That you may make the whole narration : — 
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OXLIA. 

A great reward ! 

POKItSYI. 

This compensation, 
Though high, I offer for thj sake. 

OJOJJL, 

Well then, I say, that if I take 
Breath, it is only but for one 
Beason 

POBXBTI. 

Andth^t? 

OEmjt "" 
Is just to run. [Exit. 

pomuBYi. 

What a Carthusian she would make ! 

Quick as the lightning off she flies, 

And I will say, since I*m alone, 

My heart she carries with her own :• — 

But by a lackey's wit and eyes. 

And by my horse's life, as wise 

In this adyenture still am I ; 

My master and the duke are here, . 

This damsel I must still keep near, — 

A waiting-maid and secresy 

Some contradiction must imply. [MsU. 

JBSnter the nxnoi, ekbioo, ocTAyio, <md atfendanU. 

ENBIOO. 

Once again you must permit me 
Kiss your hand. 

nviCE. 

Again Enrico 
I rejoice to bid you welcome. 
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XKXIOO. 

He who comes with so much added 
Honour, Lord, to kneel before you. 
He who at thj feet doth see him, 
They the sphere from which are shining 
Greater light — a clearer sun 
He indeec]^ must truly weU come. 

^ter TABIC. 

FABIO. 

Hither hare I come to seek you. 
That I may, before departing, 
Kiss your hand, my lord. 

DUKE. 

•Tia lucky. 
That Enrico hither comes, 
Just in time by his arriyal 
To atone for your departure. 

PABio, ande. 

Ah ! not so, 'tis most unlucky, 

Since he staying; here in Florence, 

I, in Naples wiu not be 

Free from manifold suspicions : 

But still Chloris is my daughter. 

And will proye how &lse they are. [Mtit 

DUKB. 

How didst thou feel in Spain, Enrico P 

IKBIOO. 

Even as one whose life's employment 
Was to serve thee, gracious lord ! 
Though I went there at a moment, 
Even if I were not thy servant. 
Well my absence had been spent. 
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DXTKE. 

How? 

BIHEtlCO. 

My lord, I found the country 
Full of festivals and plaudits — 
Noble proof of loyal feelings, 
Noble evidence of love. 

Even before thy tongue has spoken, 
Well my longing hath declared, 
That the cause of all those plaudits 
Was the great act of the nobles 
Swearing homage to Balthasar, 
Prince Infante, he who is 
Offspring of the sun and morning — 
Beam of mingled light and beauty — , 
And since this is not a fitting 
Time to speak about the business 
Of your mission ; and since I 
Now have lost the hope of seeing 
Her, who drew me to these groves, 
I desire that you, Enrico, 
Will divert my disappointment 
For not meeting with that lady. 

EKSICO. 

Listen to me then, your highness, — 
That thrice happy day on which 
Keeps the Boman Church the memory 
Of our Lord's Transfiguration, 
And God's homage celebrateth, 
Joining heaven itself therein, 
Was a faint and distant shadow 
I Of the homage to Balthasar, 

Since if in our estimation 
Human deities are kings. 
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No less mystery is figured 
By the day on which the earth 
Paid the homage to Balthasar,* 
Than whereon to God, the heavens. 
Well, upon this happy day, 
With thick shadows covered over, 
Sose the dawn, and the aurora. 
Veiled in clouds of densest darkness. 
Neither let the sun shine forth, 
Nor allowed the stars of morning 
To be heralds of its beauty ; 
And though I, at other periods. 
Would perhaps to chance attribute 
This blank absence of the sun, 
It was not on this occasion 
Accident, but strict obedience, 
(Let the cause of this be hid in 
A parenthesis at present. 
For before my tale is over 
The parenthesis I'll fill). 
In the rich and royal temple 
Of the Church's holy doctor,t 
He whose charity, whose fervour, 
Beached to every living thing. 
Was the greatest scene enacted 
That the sun sees in his orbit-* 
From his rising in the ocean 
To his setting in the sea. 
At the foot of the great altar 
Was a mighty stage erected. 
Well adapted for the homage. 
And upon the left hand swelling 
Swung the curtain of the kings; 
Ah ! I speak not right, 'twas rather 
One rich cloud of gold and nacre ; 

* This ceremony took place on the 7tli of March, 1632. 
t The convent of San Jeronimo in Madrid. 
TOL. II. T 
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Por, when brightly were unfolded 
The three dassling plaits of purple, 
Li^ht and mmestj xhej threw, 
GKving, like the bright gold, glitter, 
Giving, like the nacre, pearis. 
From nis palace came tne king, 
At his side the queen, and followed 
By the prince, to whom the homage 
Would DC sworn, his hands supported 
'By his uncles, the Infantes : 
Never have I seen the spring-tide 
Crowned with more abundant flowers, 
Or the moon with brighter starsy 
Than the beautiful French lity 
Followed by the lovely train 
Of her ladies, who still brighter 
Shone, from shining in her presence. 
Then they all their places took. 
First, the king upon the right-hand 
Of the queen, and the Infantes 
Farther back, and on a Kttle 
Seat, before them, sat the prince ; 
Then alike in due gradation 
Were the seats upon the left hand 
Filled by prelates of the Church ; 
Three ambassadors then followed — 
One from France, and Borne, and Yenice, 
And the magistrates in order : — 
In the front were proudly stationed 
The grandees and lesser nobles, 
And the deputies of kingdoms 
After these : I name not any, 
Flattery here were but offensive ; 
Confirmation's sacred rite 
Was the worthy ceremonial 
Which commenced the day's first act ; 
Then to this, the oath of homage 
Followed soon. With gallant bearing, 
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Modest and majestic both, 

Liyely, and in all thinss loyely, 

>fftlring reverence to aU 

Unto whom 'twas due, Don Carlos* 

Came the first to swear obedience ; 

He was followed hy Fernando,* 

And as Spain doth take such glory, 

Being Catholic, at seeing 

These the oath of homage swearing, — 

One the shining steel engirding, — 

One the sacred diadem, — t 

It appeared to me as if 

She with one loud tonrae did utter 

Happy ! happy be the Kin^om, 

Happy without end or limit 

She whose first and proudest triumph 

Is achieyed in arms and letters ! — 

Let us leaye the ceremonials 

At this point, for all the rest 

Were akin to this ensample, 

And go forth where fair Madrid 

"Waiteth for an heavenly Iris — 

Where the crowded streets, so covered 

With a beautiful confusion — 

With confused and wondrous beauty 

Into fields and seas are turning 

Gilded robes and floating plumes ; 

Now the military music 

Of the clarions and the trumpets 

Give the welcome proclamation 

Of the cavalcade's return. 

In the order they were seated 

Passed the chiefs of the procession 

One by one, until approaching 

Came the carriage of the queen ; 

* The Infimies, brothen of Philip IV. 
t The In&nte Don Fenuuido was a Cardinal.. 

t2 
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In adrance of it a little. 

The Infantes came on horseback, 

And besdde her at the coach-door 

Bode the king ; — ^But let my tongue 

Here be mute, and that late spoken 

Marked parenthesis be filled ; 

When I said, if you remember. 

That no sun appeared that morning, 

That no dawn was seen, nor tidings 

Gaye the morning-star of day ; 

That not even the night permitted 

Any stars to shine instead, — 

The parenthesis now opened. 

Let this sight be its completion. 

And thou*lt see it was not chance, 

But design, that hid the sunrise ; 

Since in Carlos and Fernando 

Were two stars of morning shown — 

They the great sun's beauteous brothers, 

Whose bright beams his splendour feed. 

In the place of the aurora 

Bose a dawn of rarest beauty — 

Isabel in golden carriage. 

Which a thousand cupids guard ; 

If it be aurora's office 

To give flowers, they were created 

By her loveliness, for flowers 

Are the fair French lily's escort ; — 

If it be the dazzling duty 

Of the planet fourth in number 

To illuminate the circle 

Of its orbit — the fourth Philip 

Was the planet of this heaven : 

Child of sunUght and the morning 

Passed along the purest star — 

Bound about enshrined in crystal, 

Sheltered by transparent glass, — 

If beside these stars of morning 
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Those of heaven are put to shame, — 
If by her, who with aurora 
Sweetly staketh flower with flower — 
If by one whose radiant beaming 
Doth the great sun's rays diminish — • 
If, in fine, by such a star. 
Unto whom the sun pays homage, — 
If to these, the stars ot heaven 
Were but dim and misty shadows, 
Silent pomps — expiring licfhts — 
Not, through accident, did Nature 
Their bright rivalry refuse — 
But design, for they were absent 
Throufifh the shame of being outdone. 
But au allegory being 
Laid aside, permit me further 
To describe unto you Philip — 
How with skiU and noble bearing 
Firmly he his proud steed managed — 
And as this description springeth 
Not from flattery, but truth — 
It imports not it it seems so. 
Of a Dright-brown burning sorrel — 
Of a fierce, ungovemed nature 
Seemed to me the kingly brute — 
In whose colour was depicted 
The apologetic anger 
Of the sun, that burned his skin, 
That upon its shining surface, 
In the noble beast's wild beauty 
He might contemplate his own ! 
With such mettled pride he bounded. 
That a single bound proclaimed 
He could bear up a whole heaven : 
Among brutes a living mountain— 
Atlas turned to life 'mong beasts. 
How can I find words to tell thee 
Of the strong, proud disregard 
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Witb which he, unmindfiil of it, 
Groimd to dust the stonj highway — 
But by sayinfi; this alone, 
That I only then discoyered 
What a fire was 'neath Madrid P — 
For, where'er his hoof descended. 
At the touch there seemed to ope 
An abyss of fiery sparkles : 
And as he, who touches fire. 
Suddenly his hand withdraweth, 
So the noble steed drew back. 
With the same instinctiye quickness, 
His proud hoof from out the fire 
That his hoof itself had kindled — 
Makinff fear itself so graceful, 
That his feet no more upheld him, 
Cunningly upraised in air 
With his boundings and currettings. 
As with man, so in the brute-world 
Must a firm hand guide and rule it — 
Thus the king controlled the monster 
By the light rule of the reins : — 
Shall I say, that when afar 
Bang the clarions and the trumpets, 
He compelled him dance in time. 
With the foam-creating bridle ? — 
No, for this has ofb been said : 
Shall I say of horse and rider 
That they were indeed but one P 
No, for that were here unseemly : 
Shall I say they formed a map. 
Foam the sea, and earth the body — 
Wind the soul, and fire the foot P 
No, the thought were too conceited :- 
Shall I say the gallant horseman 
Lightly using boot and spur- 
Ever at the coach door bending — 
Firmly footed in the stirrups — 
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XTsing graoefiilly the arm — 

Lowering now the hand, adjusting 

Now the rein — ^his oloak divided — 

With his bodj nicely balanced. 

And with cocurteooa £Mse and bearing 

Faaaed he thus along the highwar 

By the coach-door of the queen r 

Tea, because the simple statement 

GiTes the most exact description. 

Do not think that 'tis to fli^r 

That i thus describe the skilful 

Horsemanship of Philip : no : — 

For there was not an achieyement 

Which activity misht reach to 

In a cavalier, that ne 

Did not wondrously exhibit : — 

And the simple school wherein 

All his knighthood's lore was taught him 

Was on horseback in the saddle. 

If, my lord, his arms he practised, 

He with sharp sword could appoition 

Lessons learned from the foil ; 

If he went unto the chase — 

Lively portraiture of warfare — 

He with arquebuse could cover 

Svery thing that flew or ran ; 

With the pencil he appeareth 

Wondrous Nature's new creator — 

And in melody, his skill 

Music's inmost soul hath reach'd to : 

In a word, of all the arts, 

There are none of which he knows not, 

And supreme perfection reaches. 

Without lengtnened toil or effort. 

Oh ! that fortune then would be — 

Oh ! that heaven would be propitious — 

Since they have aUowed his seeing 

This great act of homage offered 
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With sach loyal demonatntiona 
Of true faith and strong affection 
To the fair prince of Asturiaa — 
That they will a god of battle 
Show him to the tented field. 
Trampling down the routed rebels 
Under his heroic feet, — 
And the Church's banners rearing. 
So that every thing may turn 
To his honour and our glory. 

I would haye been more delighted, 
Henry, by this tale of thine — 
If I could have disunited 
From this troubled heart of mine 
A deep trouble that doth blight it ; 
But tnou^h sorrow be increased 
By proclaiming it — still I 
Feel, my friend, that I, at least, 
Owe your statement a reply, — 
Hear the pain with which I die, 
In requital of a feast : — 
How, I know not, Twoe is me I) 
To begin it, but to oe 
Pitied to the extent I'm smitten, 
I, a sonnet that I've written 
On the affair will read to thee : 

A frozen mountain on my bosom lay. 

Bound which time twined a coronal of snow, 
"While the warm heart fed fondly far below 
The ashes of a fire that burned alway. 

A beauteous beam — the wonder of the day- 
Down to that mine with kindling torch aid go. 
The snow encircled by the fire did glow, 
The fire by snow congealed to ice straight- 
way. 
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Etna at once of love and anguish deep — 
The aahes of mj heart ascending higher, 
Burning my heart, compelled my eyes to weep, 

O Uving mountain ! blind volcanic pyre ! 

If thou art flame — how canst thou water keep ? 
Alas ! the tears of love themselves are fire ! 

XITBIOO. 

If, my lord, I may presume — 
This golden verse doth nothinff prove. 
It merely paints the common doom 
Of human kind — that thou'rt in love. 
But it does not tell with whom. 
This bashful secrecy despise — 
Tell me the cause of aU your sighs. 

BVEX. 

I think that when the name you hear, 

A well-known name it will appear. 

One whom unknown you stiU should prize. 

XNBICO. 

I? 

DUKE. 

Even so : I have the bliss 
To love a maid, whose like is not 
On earth. 

XITBIGO. 

Your meaning still I miss. 

DUKE. 

Two daughters hath not Fabio got ? 

POKLEVi, aside. 
My master's troubled much at this. 
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Merciful Heaven ! what's this I hear? 

Can it be lasida he means, 

Or Chloris P Ah ! with jealous fear 

Once more I die! — [aloud] A doubt still 

screens 
The mistress that to thee is dear — 
For jet I do not know but she 
Chloris or Lisida maj be, 
Or which thy tender love doth wake. 

nrKS. 

The very doubt is thj mistake ; 
Eor who could doubt, whose eyes can see 
The difference 'twiit a flower and rose — 
Or rose compared with some bright star. 
Which in a nobler empire glows, 
And scattering lustrous light afar. 
Bound it the beams of beauty throws P 
Lisida is ... . 

EKBioo, aside. 
Ah! 

DUKE. 

The bud before it blows ; 
But Chloris is the perfect rose. 

ElOtlOO. 

'Tis so. [aside] Now who would e'er believe 
That I so gladly could receive 
Dispraise of her I peerless deem P 

J)VKE, 

Chloris, in fine, my heart doth move. 
And sighs, tears, sorrows makes me prove. 

ENBIGO. 

To weep, to suffer, and to sigh, 
Is not to love, — it is to die. 
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DUKX. 

la it then more to die than lore P 

OOTAVIO. 

Though in sQenoe I have heard 

Your oomphuntB, through consolationi 

Still I think YOU have preferred 

Charges, without much foundation. 

Against Chloris, and so err'd ; 

If to all your amorous wooing 

She, more candid than severe, 

I>oth permit of your pursuinir — 

IfwheneveniBg^drawethnei^ 

Oft thy letters she is viewing — 

If, my lord, attentive ever 

To thy wish, when night's stars gleam, 

She, with condescendmg fiivour, 

Makes her room an academe. 

Where love's light lore supplies the graver : — 

Vain, my lord, must be your sorrow, 

Hills turn plains when love is thorough ; 

For myself at least 1*11 say, 

She who lists to you to-day 

Will reply to you to-morrow. 

DUKE. 

Ah ! how little thou dost know 
About love, Octavio ! — 
He who wisely loves would rather 
Any scorn or favour gather 
Than without these love-gifts go ; 
Por the heart can never prove 
Deeper pain, than feel a love 
Of whose Bcomings we complain not, 
And whose favourings enchain not — 
Nought to praise or to reprove. 
Since without them we must be 
Joy or sorrow fancy free, — 
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Saddest siglit the eartli is seeing 

Is the lover, pleased with being 

Loved as 'twere through courtesy. {_JExit. 

EKBICO. 

What a tyrant Love doth reign ! 

OOTAVIO. 

Well, I do not feel the chain ; 
'Tis to me a flowery noose — 
Though a pain to have or lose, 
I could live without the pain. 

ENEICO. 

Do you also mean to say 
That thou art enamoured ? 

OCTAVIO. 

He 
Who beholds another play 
At his side doth often be 
Q-rieved when fortune flies away 
From the side that he is on, — 
Thus I saw the duke at play. 
Saw him play till hope was gone. 
Then I likewise lost, by one 
Self-same beauteous planet's ray 
Burned. 

BITRICO. 

Doth one house possess 
Tour love and the duke's, then ? 

OCTAYIO. 

Yes. 

POKXEVI, aside. 

When our hands a knot undo, 
Fate presenteth one anew, — 
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Novr he feels the deep distroM 

0£ friendship struggbng with his love. 

s^BicOy aside. 

^WTiom doth Fate more strictly prove ? — 
Xr thy dazzled heart from thee \Aloud. 

Sunlike Chloris' shade hath won, 
Ijisida, who late could be 
Sut thy star, must be thy sun. 

OOTATIO. 

Ah ! my Mend, it is not she. 

siTBico, aside. 
Qod ! how grateful I do feel ! 

POKLETi, aside. 

What, not she P This wheel on wheel, 
This whirling puzzle ne'er will end ? 

OCTATIO. 

As thou art my trusted friend, 
I from thee can nought conceal. 

EKBICO. 

Thou my friendship knowest well. 

OCTAVIO. 

With the sisters there doth dwell 

A &.ir cousin, a bright creature, 

Whom frt)m head to foot, each feature 

Stamps a living miracle 

Of rare beauty. This loved woman, 

Whose divine perfections are 

More angelical than hnman, 

Is the beauteous beam — the star — 

Is the heaven my heart consuming : — 
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But I do not wish to he ber 

Pnuaer, sinoe we go to see her, 

When my friendship hopes, that 7011 

May advise me not to woo, 

Bat worship as in heaven's own sphere. {^JSM. 

ESBIOO. 

And fit)m this, I say it now : — 
Tell me, Fonlevi, didst thou 
Witness my two terrors ? 

PONLBVI. 

Master, 
I beheld your whole disaster. 
Saw, 'twixt love and friendship, how — 
'Twixt vour friend and lord likewise, 
You did so soliloquise. 
That for numberless pretences, 
Every moment your seven senses 
"Were at work. 

EKBICO. 

My fears and sighs 
Have been wholly turned to gladness. 

POITLBTT. 

It will not restore your sadness 
Very poignantly, or greatly. 
To be told that those whom lately 
You addressed so in your madness, 
Were the ladies above stated. 

XKBIOO. 

Who to thee has this related ? 

POKLBTI. 

i Soon repenting her moroseness, 

I And her unofficial closeness. 

This to me their maid narrated. 



.^ 
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BNBIOO. 

Oh ! then from this doubt relieve me, 
"Which of them this scarf did give me P 
Which did give this beauteous flower P 

POKXSTI. 

This is quite beyond my power, 
Difficult to tell, believe me. 

IITBICO. 

Xiate the happiest of men, 
I am wretched once again : ^ 
For I know not which to prize 
Of these g^fbs, or which despise. 

70KL1TI. 

I vet hope to tell thee then ; 

If to-day again I meet them 

I on thy account will greet them 

With an air of courtly fashion, 

Tor when surge the waves of passion, 

Even the lightest winds that beat them 

Mark the surface ; thus the breast 

In the fjEtce is oft confess'd. 

ZKBICO. 

Go, explore that troubled wave, 

Eind that Lisida but gave 

Either gift, and I am blest : — 

If one is like a poison'd breath, 

The other comes with healing rife — 

Safe whatever Fortune saith, — 

By my death securing life, — 

By my life securing death. [Saeunf. 
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SCENE n. — THE GABDEN^ OF FABIO's HOUSE. 

Miter KiSE and chlosis. 

Here where, tenderly complaining, 

The murmuring fountain crystal tears is raining, 

Trust, dear cousin mine, 

Unto my love this secret love of thine. 

OHLOBIB. 

Enrico is in sooth 

(Here let us linger, Nise) the most courteous youth. 

The bravest and most wise 

Throughout all Elorence, or Dame Bumour lies. 

I do not say I loved. 

Or that I wished his heart should e'er be moved 

To love me ; all I know 

Is, that it would not grieve me if 'twere so. 

Thus on life went, 

I neither loving, nor indifferent. 

When the god that wakes desire 

Breathed on the ashes and lit up the fire : — 

I need not say with what a grateful pride 

My heart replied, 

Eepaying love's sweet favours with my yielding soul. 

For when thou know'st my grief, thou know'st the 

whole ; 
This sweet compulsion, this soft strife. 
Was by his absence swiftly brought to life, 
Since it allowed the duke 
To visit me and plead his passion in his look : 
And I — so high his loyal soul I deem, — 
Fear that his love may reach the other extreme. 

JSnter lisida. 

LISLDA. 

Let not this darksome night 

Envy the morning's beauteous pomp of light, 



THX SCAB? ASB THE FLOWBB. 289 

Since even that glory is outshone 

Bj a more bright Aurora, and new dawn. 

Enter rovhsn. 

FOKLETI. 

tfperchance a new arrival 
Wno has little shame to spare, 
Maj presume to take the freedom 
Just to enter where he likes, 
Give to me your twice three slippers, 
That I may this instant kiss 
The three gold-embroidered bases 
Of three columns of pure snow. 

HISB, to OHLOBIS. 

Who is this buffoon, fair cousin P 

CHLOBiB, aside. 
Servant unto one away. 

KISB, aside. 
Ah ! I understand. 

Lisn>A, aside. 

Dissemble 
Now mjr heart, since 'tis thy fate : — 
Ponlevi, how dost thou feel ? [Aloud. 

POWLEVI. 

He, Seiiora, feels quite well. 
Full of gladness and contentment. 

LISIDA. 

Who? 

POITLBVI. 

My master, for of him 
Do you wish to know : 'tis little 
Matter how J feel: but you 

VOL. II. XJ 
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Need not soar to Boch a diBtance 
like a Norway fedoon. 

LIBIBA. 

Thou 
Comeat back as sharp as ever. 

POITLBYI. 

Virtue never can be lost. 

LismA. 
Say, is Spain a noble country ? 

POITLETI. 

Beyond doubt, most excellent. 

LIBIDA. 

Lovely women P 

POKLBTI. 

He did never 
Speak with one the whole year through. 

LISIDjI. 

Whom do you speak of? 

POKIiBVI. 

"Why, my master, 
Whom thou seekest to find out : — 
Do not take so many turnings 
When the race-course is so short. 

Then his taste must be imperfect. 

PONLETE. 

No, it is extremely good. 
Shown by loving you- 
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KISX. 

Me also? 

POKLXYI. 

Tee? 

KISS. 

But how could lore arise 
Without his seeing me ? 

POKLBVI. 

Quite easy ; 
If he saw jou, 'twere no wonder 
That he loved you ; I am certain 
Were he even bom blind, 
He would loye you without seeing. 

CHLOBIS. 

But one fickle heart 'mongst three. 
Say, how can it be divided P 

IPOBTLBTI. 

'Tis my master's sole command. 

That I no one must dispirit, 

Eor his case is so extreme ' 

Lest, perchance, one love miscarry, 

Always to have two in hand ; 

So to show my strict obedience, 

I but say, Detim de deo^ 

Or he loves from day to day. 

Enter oxlia. 

CELIA. 

At the gate the duke is waiting. 

CHLOBIS. 

What vexation ! 

tj2 
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With him come 
Both Octavio and Enrico. 

OHLOBIB, aside. 

Thanks to love ! that eren the duke 
Sometimes can a welcome visit 
Paj to me : — Admit his Grace. 

Miter the dues, ootatio, and enbigo ; lights are 

introduced. 



GHLOBIS. 

Here your Highness, 'neath this tree, 
'Mid the cool air maj rejoice. 

DUKE. 

Love doth neither give a choice 
Nor doth sadness leave me free ; 
If 'tis given to me to see 
But thy beauty, 'tis all one 
Where my careless steps are gone, 
Be it garden, grove, or room. 
Heaven it miMt be, I presume, 
Where doth shine so bright a sun. 

The DVKE sits down upon a garden-seat, and CHliOBis 
on another ; the ladies (dso on either side. 

OOTAVIO, to ENBIOO. 

Does she not, this mistress mine. 
All my praise surpass by £Eur P 

ENBIOO. 

She deserves to be a star. 
Since to her such charms divine 
Must thy dazzled heart incline. 
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OOTATIO. 

Time and place are both promtions 
Now to speak to her mj wishes. 

■KBIOO. 

As a stranger, thej, I fear 
Will ayail me little here. 

LTSIDA. 

Who could have been so malicious, 
As, Enrico, to bestow 
On thee this, since they must know 
It maj make some bosom swell 
Jealously P 

XKBICO. 

And so, do well. 

Lisa>A. 

Not that I am jealous, no, 
'Tis but fancy. 

Eimioo. 

I confess 
I your meaning cannot guess. 

LISIDA. 

Jealousy you let one wreak, 

Not revenge : this scarf can speak. 

And this beauteous flower no less. 

LISIBA. 

Whose colour tells your hopes must be 
Turned to jealousy's green hue. 

CHLOBis, aside. 
Heavens ! what sight is this I view ? 
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It is m^ sister's flower, ah, me ! 
Thej kill me both, with jealousy. 

DtTES. 

What is it that disturbs thee so P 

CHIiOBIS. 

Naught. 

DUKE. 

And there thj glances throw P 

OBXOBis, aside, 

A potent grief! a powerful pain! — 
Enrico's coming home again, [JJUmd. 

This passing interest made me show : — 

ElOLICO. 

I an occasion hoped to gain, 
Senora, thy &ir hand to kiss. 

LisiDA, aside. 
Heart ! and must thou suffer this P 

OHLOBIS. 

That you left the court of Spain 

But recently, is very plain, 

Erom the guts with which you come. 

ENBIOO. 

You see them quickly. 

CHLOBIS. 

I have some 
Experiences, which ne'er betray. 
Nor do they now. 

EimiGO. 

And what are they P 
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OHLOAIB. 

This scarf and flower on breast and plume 
liOYe's &Yoar8 seem, unless I err. 

BKBICO. 

l^at is mere chance should not appear 
A proof of &TOur. 

CHLOBIS. 

If it were, 
Which of the two would you prefer ? 

SFBico, aside. 

How shall I fitlv answer her 
As well as Lisioa ? 

CHLOBIS. 

Without 
An answer, are you P 

XKBIOO. 

Not through doubt 
Of what to say my thought I mask, 
But simple wonder love should ask; 
I would prefer, with lips devout 
Kissing it o'er and o^er again, 
That ^rtiich a lady veiled to-day 
Gkive me. 

CHLOBIS, aside. 

He knows me, why delay P — 
But if there had been two, what then P [Aloud. 

EKBico, aside. 

Who was e'er pressed in this close way ? — 
With me, the foremost place should boast 

[Aloud, 
The gift of her I loved the most. 
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CHLOBI8. 

Which of the two is that P declare. 

ximico. 

That which the fairest hue doth bear. 
Better than words will tell almost. 

KISB. 

As questions of disdain and love— 
Fond problems of the troubled Inreast — 
Ever dirert the duke the best. 
Let us this casual doubt remove^ 
And find what colour best doth prove. 

ZKBICO. 

This is not now the time or place 
For private favours, as his G^race 
Has his own loves to thmk of. 

3>UKB. I 

No^ 
I shall be pleased : 

SKBico, aside. 

And If not so. 

GHLOBIB. 

If from two colours we can trace 
The yet all phantom form of her 
Enrico loves, methinks the blue 
Must be the pure and peerless hue 
Which before all he doth prefer. 

USEDA. 

I, if from colour we infer 

The soul's dear choice, must state my creed 

Is in the green. 
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XITBIOO. 

'Tis mine to heed 
The argument, and learn from it 
The ezoellency of your wit : — 
Prithee proceed. 

LisroA. 

I thus proceed : 
Green is the colour God doth fling 
First on the naked world, a dress 
Which doth increase its loveliness — 
It is the colour of the spring. 
The fairest sight the seasons bring 
Is that green ornament that sees, 
Voiceless and breathless 'neath the trees, 
The many-tinted flowers take birth 
On the green cradle of the earth — 
The trembling stars of every breeze. 

CHLOBIS. 

Earthly that colour and must die 
And &ding quickly ne'er be seen-— 
But when the ground is clothed with green 
Transparent azure lights the sky, 
Spr ing hangs her azure veil on nigh 
Where myriad living lights are tlm)wn 
Over the sky like flowers full blown, — 
Say which, more richly Nature dowers, 
An earthly heaven o'erhung with flowers 
Or heaven's bright field with stars o'erstrown P 

LISIDA. 

This seeming colour mocks our eyes. 
As if its bright cerulean glow 
Indeed were real : but we know 
There is no colour in the skies : 
Heaven with this brilliant falsehood lies — 
This azure fiction of the blue : — 



■ 
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If we no other reason heard 

But this, the green should be preferr'd — 

One boasts a fair fictitious hue 

And one whose lovelier shade is true. 

OHLOBIS. 

Not real colour I confess 

Is the sky's azure : but I know 

'Tis better for not being so. 

Were it indeed its actual dress 

It would require but little stress 

To prove its greater beauty. This 

Must be, I hold, the cause of his 

Election, if he choose the blue, 

Since even though feigned it hath a hue 

Eairer than that, how true it is. 

LISIBA. 

The green speaks hope, which always we 
As love's most precious offering prize. 
At least so she may say, whose eyes 
That figured freshness ne'er will see. 
The azure speaks of jealousy, 
And fickle change — two fiends that well 
Ejiow how to blight where'er they dwell, 
What matters, then, if love is given 
To wear perchance the hue of heaven, 
If it must feel the pains of heU P 

OHLOBIS. 

He who on hope doth live alone. 
For that but slightly praised must be. 
But he who loves with jealousy 
Inscribes his love on bronze or stone, 
'Tis thus its steadfastness is known, • 
Not weakly lost when hope is o'er. 
He who, though jealous, doth adore 
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Shows what a fiuthful heart hath he. 

Since in the hell of jealousy 

He can not hope for &Yoiir more. 

LISIDA. 

To hope is then the happier lot. 

CHLOBIS. 

But to be jealous more discreet. 

LISIDA. 

Green is the flower so fresh and sweet. 

OHLOBIS. 

The scarf is azure, is it not P 

LISIDA. 

Well, and what matters that ? 

OHLOBIS. 

And what 
Matters the other ? 

LISIDA. 

But in fine 
T HiiTik not the flower is mine. 

CHLOBIS. 

Nor mine 
The scarf. [They both arise. 

LISIDA. 

But if 'twere so 



CHLOBIS. 

How would you act ? 
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LISIBA. 

I do not know. 

nXTKB. 

Now in GK>d*8 name the strife resign. 
No bitter words will sour the sweets 
Of this rare feast of wit I trust, 
Gk) not away. 

LIBXDA. 

Indeed I must, 
Not to hear more such yain conceits. [JEait. 

CHLOBIS. 

'Tis not the winner that retreats. 
Neither would /hear more : and so 
Flying from hence I wish to go, 
If I mive got yoiur Grace's leave. [Ikiu. 

DUKE. 

That beauty ever doth receive. 

XKBIOO. 

What has just passed I scarcely know. 

DUS3!. 

Thou art, Enrico, amongst men 
The happiest lover now alive. 
For some, to thee love favours give, 
And others quarrel 'bout them then. 

Einiioo. 

This hath their colour done, 'tis plain, 
And not my fortune. 

DTJEfi. 

O strong power 
Of fate ! [Exit 
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OOTAYIO. 

What grief 1 [Exit' 

max. 

'Tis envy's hour, 
Who walks about in love's own hue ! [Hxii. 

XKBIOO. 

Heavens ! for a scarf, what dire distress ! 
Heavens ! what distress about a flower ! 



ACT II. SCENE I.— A GABDiir. 



JEnier foitlxyi and xitbico. 

POITLEVI. 

You appear extremely happy. 

ximioo. 

Yes, I am extremely so : 
And the spirit of contentment 
Ever wears the hues of joy. 

POKLETI. 

Does it cost so much, a lady's 
Saying, I would speak with thee : 
Go, iSirico, to the garden P 

XKBICO. 

Lisida wiU speak, Tfear, 
Angrily, for my addresses, 
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But Binoe tbat rare argoment 

When the Scarf and Flower contended — 

Jealousy and love opposed — 

I haye been declared her loyer, 

Angrj glances I can meet. 

IhUer usiDA and cbua. 
LisroA. 
Ah! Enrico! 

EKBIOO. 

Not in yain, 
Seeing, ere his own Aurora, 
One hath risen, waits the sun — 
Saying, doubtless, day hath wandered 
From his pathway in the east : — 
Since without his light — 'tis morning. 

LISIDA. 

Let not flatteries, Enrico, 
Cloak the feelings of your heart. 
Imitating honest silence. 
Simple truth should naked liye : 
And as it is my intention 
Now at length to put an end 
To our mutual misconception, 
Listen to me : you retire : 

[To Fonlevi and Gelia, who withdraw. 
Thou, Enrico, ere your journey 
Into Spain (and if I thus 
Becollect, *tis for this reason 
That the breast is bronze to keep 
Ever fixed the soul's offences), 
Chloris' lover seemed to be 

EWEIOO. 

Stay, for I am not desirous 
If by silence, we confess, 
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To confess then bj my silenoe 
Wliat is ruin to m jself, 
No, not Chloris was the day-star 
Lucent load-stone of mine eyes. 
No, they eyer drank unsated 
Bay by ray a brighter sun — 
Flame by flame, a fairer fire-world. 

LISIDA. 

But how can you then deny 
What my yery eyes were seeing P 

SKBIOO. 

By denying what they saw. 

LISIDA. 

Were you not the yery shadow 
Of her dwelling in the street ? 

unaco. 
Yes. 

usmA. 

A statue on her terrace, 
Did the dawn not find you still P 



It is true. 



ToherP 



Haying written. 



SKBICO. 

usmA. 
Haye you not written 

XKBICO. 

I do not deny 
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KIBIBA. 

And the niglit-time 
Wm it not the doskj clodk 
Of your stolen loyes ? 

mice. 

That sometimes 
I did speak to her at night, 
I oonfesB. 

LISIDA. 

This scarf you carry, 
Is it not hers ? 

SITBICO. 

I think that hers 
Once it was. 

IiIStDA. 

What contradiction ! — 
If to see, to speak, to write. 
If to wear her scarf around you, 
If to follow, and to watch, 
Be not love, I ask, Enrico, 
That you tell me what it is ; 
Leave me ignorant no longer 
Of a thing so simply told. 

EITBICO. 

Let an illustration answer : 

The skill'd sportsman, who would make 

Of a seeming speck of plumage. 

Borne along in rapid flight, 

The swift mark at which he aimeth — 

Aims not at the bird itself, 

But beside it ; understanding 

That to gain the wind's sure aid, 

He must cheat the wind a little : 
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The experienced mariner, 
Who, the sea, that fierce and foaming 
Prodigj of nature, rulea. 
Doth not turn his prow directly 
To the port he seeks to gain, 
But hj tacking through the hillows 
Wiles their wrath and comes to shore. 
The commander, who, a fortress 
Means to gain, doth first pretend 
That his call to arms is sounded 
'Ghinst another fort, and thus. 
By all sounds of martial clamour. 
So deceives the place, that he 
Hopes to find it unprotected 
'Gainst the true attack : and thus 
Wins it less hy force than cunning. 
The deep mine, that in the entrails 
Of the earth, begins far ofi*, 
Like an artificial Etna — 
A volcano formed by skill- 
Does not, where its pregnant caverns 
Hold concealed a dread abyss 
Of immense and hidden horrors. 
Take efiect, but then deceives 
Even the very fire that lights it — 
Here 'tis lightning — thunder there — 
Here conceives, and there travaileth. 
If, then, in the fields of air. 
Is my love that wily hunter ; 
If it be the mariner 
On the inconstant sea of fortune ; 
If in the wars of je'alousy 
It appears the victor leader ; 
Kin the bosom's mine it proves 
The fire so hard to be resisted, 
Is it a wonder then that I 
Have kept disguised my heart's true feelings ? 
But let this scarf my witness be, 

VOL. II. z 
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That I, as mariner and hunter, 

Commander and volcano wild, 

On land, in air, in fire and water. 

Would win, would come, would strike, would 

reach to 
Victory, ruin, aim, and port. 

[Gives her the scarf. 

LIBIDA. 

You conceive that my resentments, 
Weakly flattered in this way — 
Will remit for your injustice 
The atonement of my wrong. 
No, Enrico, I'm a woman 
Proud enough to scorn the love 
That is only felt through vengeance 
Of another s slighting scorn : 
He who loves me, he must love me 
For my own deserts alone, 
He must love me for no object 
But the Guerdon of mj love : 
If, indeed, when Chloris thought you 
Her devoted lover, when 
Thou wert soul unto her body, 
Tou declared herself to me ; 
Then, I think, perchance, Enrico, 
That with not ungrateful trust, 
That with heart but gently cruel. 
That with slightly scornful eyes, 

I might have esteemed No fiurther 

Will I say — I've said enough — 
This alone I will acknowledge 
Briefly, that if thou hadst been 
Her received and favoured suitor, 
I suspect I had heard thee then. 
Not as now when thou'rt rejected :^- 
For to love one whom we know 
Is the accepted of another 
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Is tbe glorj of our ^ef. 

But when rejected, is dishonour : 

So, Enrico, 1 adrise 

That jou neither seek nor ask for 

Bemedj, because I think 

That the remedy will kill thee 

Soon as the disease : what gain 

By the remedy to perish 

when the disease wiU kiU as sure ? 

imuco. 
Oh ! but staj ! delay thee ! hear me ! 

LISIDA. 

What do you say ? 

XKRICO. 

That I, please Hearen ! 



Unter cblia and foklxti. 

FOKLEVI. 

Chloris comes, postpone your swearing, 
And so please Heaven a better way. 

BKBICO. 

While she passes, these close jasmines 
Will conceal me. 

LISIDA. 

How is this ? 
Why so dread that she will see you 
Here with me ? 

XVBICO. 

Ah ! no, I fear 
It may trouble you : this onlv 
Is the cause why I should hide ; 
But if it doth not concern you, 

z2 
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f 

Neither doth it matter me ; 
Here I staj, I may see Chlona, 
Since 'tis you that I adore. 

LISIDA. 

This you do to make her jealous : — 
No, you stay not here with me. 

ElfSICO. 

If I hide me, I offend you, 
If I do not, 'tis the same, — 
What then must I do ? 

LISIDA. 

What? Neither 
Hide thee, nor yet stay with me. . 

EITBICO. 

What then ? 

LISIDA. 

Go. 

EKBico, retirmg hastily. 

Yes, I will do so. 

LISIDA. • 

Stay ! you go not in this way, 
But quite slowly, for my object 

BKEICO. 

Say it. 

LISIDA. 

Is that you should go 
And not fly, Enrico, frightened. 

ENBICO. 

In this manner you will see 
That I go, and thus obey thee. 

[In taking off his hat, the flower falls out 
wn^ercevoed. 
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poiTLByi, 4mde. 

Were there stakefl or palisadings, 
Tbis would lead to a tournament. 

Sfiter CHLOBI8 and hibx ; skbico goeM before them 
howing formaUg^ and exite with pohleti at one 
Me of the stage, as libiba and cblia do at the 
ether. 

CHIK>BIB. 

Nise, what a Bight w thiB ? 
What is thia mj yiaion seea P 

KIBB. 

Troubles, pains, and jealoubieB — 

All thy shattered hopes of bliss : — 

If I tell thee a device 

Still to keep their lores apart, 

And thus tranquillize thy heart 

By a simple artifice, 

Tell me, Chloris, what thou'lt say 

If this stroke their loye arrests ? — 

OHLOBIB. 

That you would with sportive jests 
Wile my serious griefs away. 

KISB. 

The sweet beauteous pink, which we 
Eeel the garden's. pomp doth make, 
Yieldeth poison to the snake, 
Even as honey to the bee, 

[She perceives the flower and takes it tip. 
And this verdant flower, that here 
Timely fell, for illustration. 
From the hat's strict salutation 
Of some courteous cavalier. 
Yields the same results to thee — 
To the bee of love, its hue 
Honey gives, and poison too 
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To the make of ^edbnaj i — 
Take and place it in th j hair. 

CHLOBIB. 

This was Liflida'a — ^the root 
And fiertile somee of onr dispnte. 

HISS. 

To this flower and to my care 
Trust th J remedy : the way 
Is to db what I tell thee. 

CHLOBIB. 

Since I hope no remedy, 
I am willing to ohey. 

KISS. 

Let thy earliest lesson he 

This, that howsoe'er love's sting 

Jealously thy hosom wring, 

There is no necessity 

That it he at all confest, 

But dissemhling thy true sorrow, 

Thou the mask of laughter horrow. 

CHLOBIS. 

Strange expedients you suggest. 

iriSE. 

Even to bid her love him, though 
You to Lisida should say. 

CHLOBIS. 

If 

Yes, you, and in a way 

That but presently thou' It know 

Here Enrico comes. 
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0HL0BI8. 

Ah, me ! 

KIBE. 

Now begiiiB tbj Bimulation : 
Let thy look and oonveraatioii : 
Be as if it were not he. 

HfUer Einuoo. 

EKBico, aside, 

Quicklj^ back, the flower that fell 
Here I hasten to regain. 

OHLOBIB to KIBE. 

Ah ! how can I learn to feign ? 

msE to her. 
Feign you must, or not be well. 

OHLOBIB. 

Why return so expeditious, 
Don Enrico, to these bowers ? 

ENRICO. 

• 
Who would care to seek for flowers 
When the Spring forestalls his wishes ? — 
All who to a garden come 
Bring not flowers, but bear them thence; 
I alone with this dispense, 
Hiiying brought this orange bloom. 

GHLOBIS. 

What you mean, I cannot say. 
But I think some other passion 
In a yery cautious fashion 
You attempt to serye this way. 
By this flower. Adieu ! 
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xmuco. 

She goes! 
BeauteouB Chloris, think 

JBnter libida. 

XIBIDA, aside. 

That she 
May behold this scarf on me 

I return here now my rose 

Chloris wears ! 

EiTBico, not perceiving lisida. 

This crimson glow — 
Speck upon a sun, so bright — 
which presumes to blend its light 
"With thy forehead's gold and snow, 
Is not in its proper place, — 
Guardian thorns did once enclose 
With their fence this beauteous rose, 
Still from out their strict embrace 
It was taken : would st thou then — 
With thy bright eyes' glances try 
To replace them, so that I 
Ne'er could get it back again ? 
For though traitor thorns we nieet — 
Tour bright looks would ne'er betray it, 
Let my hand approach and lay it 
As a trophy at thy feet. 

LISIDA, aside. 
Can my sight or hearing err ? 

iriSE to OHLOBIS. 

Lisida has seen thee. 

CHLQBis to Tier. 

True; 
Tell me, then, what I must do. 
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KI81. 

You must leave him here with her. 

CHLOSIS. 

Leave him here with her ? 

KISS. 

Rely 
On this feigning for thy cure. 

CHLOBIS. 

Be it so. 

« 

NIBB. 

But mind be sure. 
Show the flower in passing by. 

OHLOBIB. 

That I'U do with little sighing, 
Since I wish she see me bear it : 
But, my scarf, she still will wear it. 

KISX. 

Go retiring, but not flying. 

OHLOBIS. 

Love ! obedience thus I show. 

KISB. 

My experienced skill obey. 



r 



GHLOBIS. 

With the scarf that she should stay I 

ListDiL, aside. 
With the flower that she should go ! 
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CHLOBis and 51SE slowly retire ; ghlobis pointing 

triumphantly to the flower, and lisiba to the 

scarf. 

XITBIGO, aside. 

Who before did ever prove 
Such misfortune ? 

LISIDA. 

Knighthood's stain, 
Base, inconstant, treacherous, vain, 
Fickle, faithless, without love, 
Canst thou an excuse prefer 
Tor thj love's hypocrisy, 
Since you gave the scarf to me, 
But to give the flower to her P 



ENBICO. 



Hear me !. 



LISIDA. 

Wherefore hear thee, pray ? 

ENBIOO. 



See! 



LISIDA. 

Perchance some new deceit,- 
Said you not, that at her feet 
You would lay it P 

ENBICO. 

'Twas to say 
Though from her I would receive it, 
'Twas not for her head designed. 

LISIDA. 

Canst thou think me then so blind 
As, this falsehood, to believe it ? — 
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SKHIOO. 

I the truth have told to thee. 

LISIDA. 

Would to Qod that it were so ! 

BITBIOO. 

If my loTe doth die or no, 
Hangs now on thy cruelty. 

LIBIBA. 

Then 'twill die, if hearen above 
Works no miracle for thee. 

SKBICO. 

O unfounded jealousy ! 

LISIDA. 

O too ai-requited love I [Hxeunt. 
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SCENE II. — A BOOK IK THB DUKE's PALACE. 



Snier the dxtke with a letter in his handy and 

OCTAVIO. 
DITKE. 

But only this denial 

Needed mj lore for its extremest trial. 

OCTAVIO. 

And do no sparks of hope appear ? 

DTTEE. 

Octavio, none : since Heaven doth interfere, 
It every hope prohibits. 

OCTAVIO. 

To-day dread Love his vengeful power exhibits, 

Making; usjproudly understand 

How like Heaven's bolts can fall the arrows from 

his hand, 
Since like the lightnings dashing wildly by — 
The proud they humble and make low the high. 

DUKE. 

Bather, Octavio, in coward mood 

His rage o'erwhelms the prostrate and subdued, 

The tower, the proudest fi*ont that rears. 

Must feel at length the heavy weight of years ; 

If it declines or faUs, 

'Tis not a building then, but ruined walls — 

A mark unworthy of that flame august 

Which crumbles mightiest pinnacles to dust. 



J 
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OCTATIO. 

Think not, my lord, a building bo decayed, 

Although no more its mouldering walls are made 

A place where slowly preys 

The yenom'd fang, the poisonous tooth of days, 

Time, to allow thy griefs to pass, 

Makes of thy years a basilisk of brass. 

DUKE. 

I hope not now for their duration. 

OOTAyiO. 

Would I could give thee joy or consolation ! 

BTJKX. 

Who has just entered P Hast thou been observant P 

OCTAVIO. 

It is Enrico. 

DUKE. 

And who else ? 

OOTAVIO. 

His servant ; 
Who the licence that you gave, doth use 
To enter here at times. 

DTTKE. 

'Tis true, he doth amuse 
My sorrows ; but now leave me, I desire 
To speak here with Enrico. 

Enter eneico and POiyLEYi. 

OCTAVIO, aside. 

On the wings of fire 
Speed, heart, to Nise, seize the luck befalls thee, — 
Fly ! it is Love — the winged god that calls thee ! 

[Exit, 
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DUKB. 

How many thoughts doth musing sorrow trace ! 

POKLBTI. 

Let me kiss, this instant, please your Qrace, 

Sovereign ruler of this land. 

Tour royal foot, which I would take by the hand. 

DUKE. 

To-day my heart is so oppressed with evil 
It cannot jest. 

PONLBVI. 

Then I may go to the devil I 
Forced laughter now is treason, — 
fMTomen and jests please only when in season. 

nirxE. 

Until now, to speak to Chloris fair. 

Made my love rest, my star bright promise wear, 

Dividing with the day 

The sweet delusions she at night would say ; 

But since, at length, no more appears this gleam 

Of comfort, anguish reaches the extreme 

Of grief, despair, and discontent : — 

Hear this letter which to me she has sent : — 

[Beads. 
" My lord, . ; . 

The continual visits of your Highness 
have awakened more than one malicious suspicion : 
and my father being absent, that which, at one time 
would have been to him an honour, will now be the 
cause of double calumny. I expect him soon, and 
so I beseech your Highness to excuse my request- 
ing that you will not come to see me" 

I read no more : this sentence which she sends, 
This wrong, at length, my long-tried patience ends ; 
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Tea I ayow it unto thee, 

This scorn does more than all her cruelty, 

More than her frowns, which once could prove 

Sweet prison chains that bound my captive love : 

And so, Enrico, I desire 

That for this evil, this consuming fire, 

You will this day a remedy procure me, 

And so thus swiJ^ly kill me, or thus cure me ; 

Tou must find out for me without delay 

What Chloris really thinks : behold a way 

To reach the ungrateful fair one's bosom, for 

liove hath its stratagems as well as war : — 

Thou knowest Nise, her fair cousin, who 

Is, as it were, the soul of her I woo ; 

If then on her attentive you would wait 

And publicly her favours celebrate — 

I do not doubt that you will soon be loved : 

Your gallantry, Enrico, has been proved ; 

Besides, a maiden, when she feels you mean 

Marriage, allows her inmost thoughts be seen ; 

Th OB having gained unto your aid 

With love the cousin, and with gifts the maid 

Who waits upon her, you will be possess' d 

Of the approach to the snowy mine of her breast, 

Which by a counter-mine of snow. 

Soon thou wilt make to burst with fiery glow : — 

And thus between the flames and snows 

My love the truth shall gain, and I, repose. 

EITEICO. 

My lord, although to-day had sought 

My hope, some way of serving you in aught — 

Octavio will from Nise sooner learn 

The secrets that your love would thus discern. 

DUKE. 

If to Octavio I had meant to unfold 
My secret, I Octavio would have told ; 
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And since I have confided it to thee, 
From thee I wish my cure of jealouBj : — 
And not Octavio. 

sirsiGO. 

I may first inquire 
Of Lisida, my lord. 

BincE. 

Neither do I desire 
That Lisida should be aware of it, 
Since in continual rivalry of wit 
And beauty, the two sisters ever live, 
And this being known to one, would therefore give 
Her the advantage, and would make her be 
The suspicious witness of my jealousy. 

ENBIOO. 

Since you will listen unto no excuse. 
Think of the inconvenience 'twill produce ; — 
Octavio wooeth JSTise, it will be 
A wrong to him. 

DUKE. 

I have more claims than he. 

EXBIOO. 

'Tis true, my lord, but I too woo a dame 
To be mv wife, of noble name and fame, 
From whom I must forego my suit sincere: 
Grant me then leave 

DUKE. 

It is an idle fear, 
And wrong to me, as equal things to blend 
The displeasure of a mistress and a friend, — 
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jFrom whom, this digkt fraud o'er, thou'lt be 

receiying 
Thanks, for effecting thus his undeceiving, — 
Sut if ifc more concerns thee, I resign 
'Mj claim: 'twere wrong to force your wish to mine. 

SKBICO. 

My lord 

nirsis. 

No more address me. 

smEtico. 
Will you refuse my service ? 

nuKX. 

Do not press me. 

htbico. 
It was to warn thee 

DUIOB. 

Do not speak a word. 

EKBICO. 

I feel you doubt my loyalty, my lord. 

DUKE. 

And with good reason, since you thwart my will. 

vain, vam love I and friendship vainer snll ! 

EKBICO. 

Can the world show in aU its scenes of wrong 
A maze more subtle, or a knot more strong, 
Than that which friendship, loyalty, and love — 
Priend, mistress, lord, have round about me wove ? 
If I refuse to woo fair Nise, then 

1 leave the duke complaining; if again 

VOL. II. T 
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I woo her, 'tia Ociavio that doth 

K I watch Chloris, she is wronged in tum ; 

If I procUim the truth, it will appear 

I breiak my trust ; and if I persevere, 

I run the risk in Lisida's dear eyes 

Of seeming Nise's favours but to prize ; 

Her too I wrong, and all the others so, — 

Lisida, Chloris, and Octavio : — 

Ah, me ! then whither shall I go ? 

How thus divided meet each separate woe ? 

Serving the duke, Octavio not offending, — 

Wrongine not Nise, Chloris none intending — 

Nor causmg Lisida one jealous fear — 

Heavens ! uiere's enough of compHcation here ! 

[Mcit 



SCENE III. — THE GABDBK OF FABIO'S HOUSE. 

Unter lisida and oelia. 

LISIDA. 

You're sure you saw him, then ? 

OELIA. 

Unless 
Sure sight could err. 

LISIDA. 

And that the favour 
Which Chloris wore, 'twas Nise gave her, 
After Enrico lost it ? 

CELIA. 

Yes; 
For in the garden as I loitered, 
Listening to many an idle sally 
Spoken by P6nlevi his valet, 
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The whole affair I reoonnoitred : 

Had I an opportunity 

As now, I would have sooner said it. 

LisiDA, ande. 

Since I must die else, shall I credit 

This doubtful witness, Jealousy ? — 

Yes, for through desim, nor cnance, 

Nor sly collusion, comd it be 

That his excuse could so agree 

With this, in every circumstance ; 

Ah, me ! how soon, when weak with woe, 

[Aloud. 
Whate'er we wish we seem to view — 
It does not need a thing be true, — 
It is enough it may be so : — 
Alas ! unhappy undeceiving ! 
Too late you come the wound to heal, 
For now, my Celia, now I feel. 
How harsh 1 was in not believing : 
GK>d ! how his generous heart must swell 
To think we parted severed friends, — 
But I will make him full amends. 
Await me here. 

CELIA. 

Consider well 
What you ought now to do. 

USIDA. 

To write 
A letter free from every sting. 
Which, my dear Celia, you must bring 
ITnto his hand, as swift as light : — 
Whose gentle influence stealing o*er 
His heiurt, will all its joys renew — 
Love and the sun when breaking through 
Quarrels and clouds shine out the more. 

[Earif, 

t2 
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Enier pokleti. 

POlTIiBVI. 

Scarcely haye I, in the palace. 
Left mj lord, ungrateful Celia, 
When YOU see me here returning — 
The liff Qtning of the cloak and sword — 
To embrace you, like the lightning. 

OXLIA. 

Without speaking, would'st embrace me ? 

POWLBTI. 

Tes ; I better know the practice 
Than the theory of wooing. 

CILIA. 

And of wit, neither : — ^but, misfortune ! 
Woe is me I here cometh Chloris, 
Walking thither through the garden ; 
If she sees thee, *tia my death-stroke. 

poinjiiVi. 

Therefore, you enjoy the pleasure 
i5irBt of seeing me : but tell me 
What am I to do P 

OELIA. 

To hide thee 
Underneath these boughs. 

POKLirVI. 

Through terror 
I my feet am scarce uplifting, 
Like as in a comic druna, 
Tn the dwelling of his lady 
Is the king found by her father, 
Tottering-footed and large-bearded. 

[Conceals himself- 
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JStUer CHL0BI8 tmd lasx. 

OHLOBI8. 

TVliat has brought thee hither, Celia ? 

OELIA. 

I am waiting till my lady 
Lisida woula leaye her chamber 
And come hither. 

CHLORIS. 

It is better 
That within the house you wait her. 

lExU Celia. 
Nise, ah ! mj Mend, my cousin. 
Little can you feel my anguish, 
Since for such a time you leaye me ! 

KISE. 

Speaking through the trellised windows 
Of these gardens, with Octayio 
Haye I been. 

CHLOBIS. 

A proper reason 
Hast thou giyen for thy detention, 
If you truly loye each other. 

SISE. 

Neither loying nor forgetting, 
Thus at times his hopes I humour ; — 
But with thee, how art thou speeding 
"With the lesson ? 

CHLOBIS. 

I haye studied 
It so weU, that I need only 
An occasion to employ it. 
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Enier lisiba with a letter in her hand; on seeing 

them she conceals it. 

LIBIDA. 

Was not Celia here this moment ? 

OHLOBIB. 

Here hut now was Celia waiting ; 
I have just desired her enter 
Tliere within. 

NISB. 

I go to call her. 
*Tis an excellent occasion [Aside to chlobis. 
Now to open the campaign — 
Jealousy to hUnd and baffle. [.£^. 

CHLOBIS to usiDA, who is retiring. 

Lisida, awhile detain thee, 
For I have many things to saj. 

LisroA. 

Then the consequence is certain 
That I haye manjr things to hear : 
Begin. 

POiTLBTi, peepinff. 

Now comes a mighty battle. 

OHLoms. 

Lisida, we are now together, — 

Thou art my sworn friend and sister, 

As to a friend's and sister's bosom 

"Will I lay bare my secret soul. 

Two years have flown, thou must remember 

Since in my gardens, seemed Enrico 

A living statue — so alive — 

That all the plants were more indebted 

Unto his eyes for tearful dew-drops 
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Tlum to the sighs that morning bresthes : — 
Then came his absence, and as Heayen 
Yaries so often our condition. 
That the bright day of love foreronneth 
Often the fi<^le eve of change, 
Easily thus, the scattered ashes 
Died in the fire but just enkindled, 
And in the chilling air of absence 
Vanished the flame of love itself. 
Shortly the duke became mj suitor, 
And tbough mj honour and ffood fkme 
Offered resistiuioe, I acknowkdge 
Not with complete success ; for some 
Gentle impression such uncommon 
Proofs of affection must have caused : 
On his returning home, Enrico, 
Jealous to see the duke's attachment, 
Or having now become enamoured 
Once agam through jealousy's cause, 
Striveth now to vrreak his vengeance 
Vainly through thee for my disdain : 
Let this garden be a witness — 
Whither in spite of all his anguish — 
Lest I should be in plaintive mood 
For having given the scarf thou'rt wearing, 
He back returned to give this flower — 
Tvpe of the hope he still doth nourish. 
If you are then my friend and sister. 
As I have said ; if thou wouldst share 
Part of my joy as all my sorrow, 
Do then this single act for me : — 
Love thou Enrico much — repaying 
With a firm faith and true affection 
His faith and love which are so false, 
Do not in any way exhibit 
Your knowledge that he feigns and hides 
Through thee his vengeance : to awaken 
Love, 'tis enough to think he loves : — 
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Thus will the duke hsve lesser reason 
For being jealous, thus Eniioo 
Feel full security in lore. 
And in his lord's recoyered fryour, — 
I will eain quiet — ^you a spouse. 
And aU more joy and less disquiet. 

usiDA, atide. 

She thinks that me she is deceiying'. 
When 'tis herself that is deceiyed :— > 
Certainly, Chloris, when I saw thee 
Making such pre&oes and prologues, 
I thought the aflSur was yery arduous 
That should be done by me for thee : — 
Do you not ask me more, my sister, 
Thau to deceiye a man ? Was neyer 
An^hing easier ? Insufficient 
Is it to inow that I'm a woman P 
Needed it then to urge me so ? — 
But notwithstanding all, to serye thee 
This I will say, that though I thought 
Neyer to speak to thee more, obedient 
Will I be now to thy commands ; 
From this day thou'lt see me with him — 
Ever from dusky night tiU dawn — 
Ever from dawn till night descendeth — 
And ere upon that starry pyre 
The sun renews his life, consuming 
His golden plumes in silver fires — 
I will despatch to him a letter. 
Filled with a thousand fond entreaties, 
Telling him come to see me, so 
Worded, that you will be persuaded 
Even yourself that it is true : — 
Or at the least, no clear distinction 
Will jrou be able to discover 
Betwizt these feigned and false endearments : 
Do you wish more f 
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r^ OHIiOBIS. 

Not eren so much. 

^ POKLiTi, aaide. 

Did ever I hear a trick more artful 
^ Than this tbej have planned to fool Enrico P — 
iNever in all mjr days : I'll alip 
Out of this place, while thej are speaking ; — 
I burst — I bum to tell him all : 

\Wh%le they converse tooether, foklsti 
slips <mt unpereeived. 

LISIDA. 

Xiose all anxiety, and trust me 
All shall be right. 

CHLOBIB. 

Adieu then : laside"] cursed 
Be the revenge that turns to love, 
As well as the love that turns to vengeance ! 

\_Mant. 

USIDA. 

If Ghloris bids me for Enrico feign 
Love that the sooner he mi£;ht her forget — 
Then with her sorrows would mj eyes be wet, 
While I should feel my ovm love's sharp disdaon: 

But if she thus my fondness would restrain, 
Snaring my love within this subtle net — 
Oh ! it were doubly wrong in me to let 
Action and thought attempt a risk so plain : 

And since the mark at which her arrows fly 
Is pictured in this green-girt rose's hue — 
Gathered by stealth and speedily to die — 
Heedless I may, her jealous efforts, view — 

For he who once is guuty of a lie. 
Is always doubted though he speaketh true. 
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EmUr snaco m^ pokueti ; they converge apart. 

BKBICO. 

You are lying. 

POVLITI. 

No; I lie not. 

XFHICO. 

That this happened P 

P09UTI. 

Aa I told jou. 

XITBICO. 

What, that Chloris doth forget me, 
And that Liaida deceiyes me P 

POHLSYI. 

Yea, m J lord, for both the ladies 
Are two super-cunning slj ones. 

simico. 
I will prove this. 

FOKLBVI. 

In what manner ? 

XKBICO. 

Lisida herself will proye it ; 
When we parted, sne was angry, — 
If I find, upon our meeting 
All her jealous wrath abated. 
Ere IVe made her satisfaction, 
It is true. 

POITLETI. 

Then wait a little 
For a letter she will write you, 



I 
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mtioo. 

Who could ever have such patience P 

LIBIDA9 advaneinff. 

Welcome* mayest thou be, Ihirico, 
Por it seems mj soul adyanoeth 
Ere my tardy words to call thee, 
Palsiffing thus the slowness 
Of thj absence. 

SITBIOO. 

Why wait longer P [Aside. 
Stay, thou &l8e ungrateful siren, lAloud, 

Chinning crocodile, delay thee, 
If you weep, your tears destroy me. 
If you sing, your sone^ are fatal, 
Froyed too well by all your changes : 
Since to-day your jealous weeping 
GhiTe me mortal anguish, tyrant. 
And the strains that speak forgiveness 
Also give me death ; Oh I leave me. 
Since of thee I am not certain. 
Whether tears or songs you give me. 

LISIDA. 

Neither to-day was feigned mj weeping, 
Nor is my laughter false, Ennco, 
Opposite though they be, the twain 
Bom of the soul are twin affections, 
K I, to day, wept jealousy's sorrows, 
I, to-day, sing praises to love ; 
Joyously thankmg all his unraveUings, 
Since fiim Celia, secretly listening. 
Full explanation I have received ! — 
Then it is not a siren that calls thee, 
Feigning tenderness, to her arms. 
Nor a crocodile is it that wrongs thee 
"With the show of false flowing tears ; — 
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It is LoTe alone that among these hranches 
Singeth or weepeth equallj true, 
When he weepeth and when he singeth. 

XKBICO. • 

Dost thou think, that I am ignorant 
All the words that now thou art speaking 
Are but feigned P 

LIBIDA. 

And can this letter 
Be also feigned I was going to send P 

lOives him the letter. 

xmuco. 

Peace ! peace ! for even this letter 
Is a witness stronger than all 
The other grounds of my unhappiness, 
Since you promised Chloris your sister 
That jovL would write a letter Hke this : 
This IS not love ; it is a stratagem 
Plaiped by you two. 

LISIDA. 

And who so speedily P 

TOKLEYTy tmde. 
Now I enter into the dance. 

LISIDA. 

Could have told you that we were speaking 
Lately together P 

FOSXEYi, aside. 

Oh ! what matter ? 
Leave me under the cloud, I pray. 
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BHBICO. 

Pdnlevi here, who was carefiiUj lifltening, 
Secretly hidden under the houghs, 
Heard what jou and Chloris were planning, 
Cruellj planning against mj peace. 

POKLEVI. 

I, my lady, said nothing about it ; 
My master, begging his pardon, lies ; 
Not a word of all he has uttered 
Has he ever been told my me. 

[poiTLETi geems dupased to retire through 
fear of lisida. 

LISIDA. 

Do not fear : say where was I speaking 
When you o'erteard me ? ^^ 

POKLBVI. 

If I must speak. 
Since it was you yourself that ordered me, 
It was here. 

USLDA. 

How long is it since P 

POITLBVI. 

But an instant. 

LISIDA. 

That is sufiELcient, 
Since if I did not go away 
Out of this spot, nor here was it written, 
It is clear, the cause of it is. 
My being undeceived in my jealousy, 
Not what Chloris has said to me. 

PONLBTt. 

Cleverly is the problem proven. 
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Knaoo. 

So that it seems I am bound to believe 
You spoke falsely then to your sister. 
Now jou are speaking the truth to me. 

LISIDA. 

Saw you nerer, Enrico, a table, 

Which when placed in one light presents 

A perfect form of exquisite beauty, 

And in another a monster feigns ? 

For the figure is so indebted 

TTnto the pencil's magical art, 

Oppoaite things it represents :- 

So IS my love : in the light of Chloris 

It a monster of terror seems. 

But in that of Enrico, perfect 

Beauty becomes ; and this alone 

In the soul is the only difference 

'Twixt true love and one that is feigned. 

EHUICO. 

I know not how thy words are so potent, 
Notwithstanding my being deceived, 
That they make me credit you : let me 
At thy feet my gratitude snow, 
Kissing the flower that their touch produces, 
Not to say, upon which they tread. 

LISIDA. 

Are not, think you, my arms more near thee ? 

ENBICO. 

No, for they are a sphere too high. 

Enter ohiiObis emd nise. 
OHLOBis, aside to nise. 
We have come at an evil moment. 
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LI8IDA to X9BIC0. 

Lest this tiresome couple delaj, 
And weary us waiting, take thy departure 
But for a little while, 'till they pass, 
And then return. 

BKBIOO. 

Yes : I will do so. [JExit. 

LISIDA. 

Truly you owe me much, my sister, 

What would you more ? I have embraced him, 

Merely to do what you command. [^Exit, 

CHLOBIS. 

Ah ! you have given me death, my cousin, 
You from my hands have ta'en my arms. 
And given my weapons, even the weapons 
With which she strikes the deadly blow. 

KISB. 

It is quite true ; yes, this deception 
Has turned out badly ; but let us see 
If we may not strike out another. 
Have you some paper in your sleeve ? 

OHLOBIS. 

None but this, which is some trifling 

Bill or other. lOwea her a pctper. 

KIBE. 

'Twill do quite well ; 
Leave me now for awhile :'the issue 
You, concealed, can easily see. [Exit Okloris, 
Ponlevi ! 

POITLBVT. 

Your will, Senora ? 
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KISS. 

Listen to me. 

POHLBTI. 

What do you commaiid P 

KIBE. 

This. [She strikes him, 

POWLBVI. 

GKx)d Heavens ! you're going to strangle me ! 

BTSE. 

Caitiff yile ! is it thus you dare 
To wrong my sense of honour p 

POHXBVI. 

What honour? 

NISE. 

Thus with blushless face of assurance 
So to dare P 

POITLBTI. 

But what have I dared ? 

KISE. 

Wretch, be silent ! [Strikes him again, 

POITLBTI. 

You are stabbing me 
With ten tapering daggers of crystal 
Bearing ten mother-of-pearl points. 

Thou to me ? [She tears the paper. 
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Enter libisa. 

LIBLDA. 

What meaneth thia outciy ? 
What has happened, cooBin P 

KIBB, 

•Tifl nought : — 
Hence, thou Booundrel, in£unou8 pander, 
Ere from a window out jou flj ; 
Thus I scatter the torn pieces, 
Numerous as spotted butterflies here. 
Of the letter jou dared to bring me. 

POITLETI. 

I? 

KISE. 

Presume not to answer a word. 
Hence! 

POITLBTI. 

Please Heaven 



insi. 

Come, no replying. 

POKiixn. 



That 



KIBE. 

What, still dost thou dare to talk P 
Off with you! 

POKLEVI. 

Yes, I will do so. — Masters, {^Ande. 
This lady has taken a drop too much. [Mcit 

LISLDA. 

Will you not tdl me what has happened P 
VOL. n. z 
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VIBB. 

Why, this fellow, before my fiice, 
Haa the inBolenoe to mf<»iii me 
That his matter 

LiaiDi.. 

Speak! 

inss. 

Desired 
Him to offer to me this letter ; 
As he saw that he could not give 
Jealousy through thy means to Chloris, 
Now his hopes had turned to me. 

LisiDA, aside. 

This is another stroke of cunning ; 
She must not carry her point in this. 

[Lifts up the pieces of tarn paper, 

NISB. 

What are you doing, Lisida P 

LismA. 

Saising 
Merely the paper which you have torn. 

FISB. 

To what purpose P 

LISIDA. 

To this purpose, 
N^e, that as you once upraisea 
A certain flower, which was Enrico's, 
Even from this very ground, to give 
It to Chloris, as if &om Enrico, 
So do I, for a similar cause, 
Itaise these pieces of torn paper. ' 
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iriBB, ande, 

BlesB me 1 what unfortunate days 
Have been these for mj efforts at lying. 
[U8£DA reads thefragmenU which she hoi 
collected, 

LIBIDA. 

This says here, tome lavender toaier — 
Here, ajresh egg^ — ^and here again, 
Powder qfsublitnate. This is sufficient — 
It showeth more concern than love ; 
Since Enrico takes such precautions 
That you should wash your face so well, 
You must not have appeared to him thoroughly 
Neat, my Nise. 

msE. 

Who can preyent 
The air from playing with pieces of paper ? 
One it wafts, and another brings back ; 
This, of course, cannot be the letter 
That I tore. 

LISIDA. 

It may be so : think 
How unhappy has been the issue 
Of all thy stratagems, all thy wiles. 

KISS. 

What are the wiles, and what the stratagems ? 

LISIDA. 

These: — 

KISE. 

But do not compel me to say 
The many days that with passionate eagerness 
Unto me has Enrico paid court : — 

z2 
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How he wooed me and wrote to me often. 
Tiring me out with his ceaseless suit. 
You yourself may hear him addressing 
To me the language of Ioyo, if you 
Hide for a litue. 

LISIDA. 

I do not desire 
To take upon thee a greater vengeance, 
Than to convict thee of this lie ; 
And since he will return, protected 
By these jessamines, I shall see 
If he writes to you, if he speaks to you. 

NISE. 

Heavens ! Lisida dear, how quickly 
Thus you are taking me at my word ! 
Do you not see I was only jesting ? 

XIStDA. 

No, your object was to deceive. 

ISIBE. 

I but meant a little to rally thee ; 
That was the object, — nothing more. 

LISIDA. 

Whether or no, I soon shall see it. 

[Conceals herself, 

■ !R1SE. 

Who e'er saw a more difficult pass ? 
Witl^the falsehood, Lisida holds me 
As within the jaws of a trap, — 
For in all his life, Enrico 
Scarcely a word to me has said^ 
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Enter bkbico and pokuti. 

POWLBVI. 

Why like a bee around a hive, 
Do you circle this garden ? 

XKfilOO. 

'Tie my centre ; 
If now and then I did not enter, 
It were imposBible to live. 

OHLOBT8 ewterB at the side aeene^ where $he remains 

listening. 

00021%, from her place of eaneeatment* 
Here my attention I can give. 

LisiDJL, from hers. 
From this spot the whole can be heard. 

XKBIOO. 

Lisida promised not to have stirred 
Out of that spot. 

POITLBTI. 

She ia not there, 
Bat in her place is Nise the fair. 

iriSB, aside. 
Ah ! he departs without saying a word. 

BiTBico, <mde. 

Good Gk>d ! here is Kise alone, — 
No one sees me, no one is near. 
If I could only conquer my fear. 
Opening the mine as the duke hath shown, 
I could serve his love and secure my own :— • 
For a love that is secret and occult 
Should always a secret hour consult : 
I am alone and invisible here 
To Lisida, so I need not fear 
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To make the attempt with a good result ; 
Fair seraph of this sweet Paradise, [2b ifrisx. 
This beautiful garden, love's bright bower. 
Since thou art both the guard and the flower, 
At once the protectress and the prize. 
Sheath the flashing sword of thine eyes. 
Hear the delicious sounds divine — 
Hear the trembling wishes that pine 
In the lover's bosom like prisoned doves, 
Accept this spoken homage as love's — 
And not, fair Nise, as if it were mine. 

lasx, aside* 
What is this that I hear P 

OHLOBis, aside. 

Ah, me ! 

usiBA, aside. 

Death my confidence doth reward. 

POWLKVI. 

Becollect this is Nise, my lord. 
And not Lisida. 

XITBIOO. 

I saw iheCj 
Therefore I loye thee : so it should be : 
Erom that moment dazzled and blindj 
Heart and soul to thee I resign'd, — 
Motes that no other sunbeam know, — 
For thy form of beautiful snow 
Lives in a sphere of fire confined. 
Ever since then, my love to tell 
Day after day, an occasion I seek. 

POITLEVI. 

Think, my lord, 'tis to Nise you speak. 
I am not blind,— I know it well. 



Lisij>jk» oaufa. 

AsloiVB liTesI it was truth thi^ feD 
From Niae but now, whom he doth adore ! 

CHLOBia, aiide, 

Heayena ! can there be a miracle more P 
It ia for Niae that now he aigha ! 

poKLiyiy aside. 
All in a moment for Nise he dies ! 

KiBX, aside. 

It muat be love that but now he swore : — 
Who ever saw such a strange confusion ! 
What was spoken in jest but now 
Turns out true one knows not how : 
Let me &your the new illusion. 

SFSIOO. 

Though I hare lived so long in delusion. 
Now undeceiring, at least, I die. 

KISS, aside. 

Nerer inall my life have I 

Seen a man more in love : — [aloud] But you 

Paid court to Ghloris a time p 

XNBIOO. 

'Tis true, 
My will a slave at her feet did lie, 

CHiiOBis, aside. 
Ah! the traitor, how soon it fled. 

KISX. 

Then it seems your affection is tum*d 
To Lisida,.imd for her you bum'd 2 
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XITBICO. 

M}r spirit was ckam*d where her feetwonld tread: — 
This 18 the (ml j true word I haye said ! [Aside. 



Ah! how cruel I 



LISISA, 



msE. 

And now to me 
You offer your heart, the last of the three. 

iiirBico. 
In you my glory is all complete. 

IflSE. 

Neyer in all my life did I meet 
A Florentine more Portuguese-like. 

BITBIOO. 

To be 
Attached to two others will not be deem'd 
Any loss to the third, if you'll recollect. 

KISE. 

Why, can there be a greater defect ? 

XITBIOO. 

Bather a merit. No one has dream'd 
That anything should be less esteem'd, 
A book or a painting, a statue or blade. 
Because the artist perchance hath made 
Some others before it : no, it is thought 
Better fashion'd, more skilfully wrought. 
From his greater experience in art or trade. 
Thus I infer j in my love for you. 
It doth redound to its credit more. 
My having loved two others before ; 
Not through election now I woo. 
Force, as Gk)d knows, I yield me to* 
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For but living to-day in jou, 
All that mj love, mj fortune can do- 
All the experience over me gone — 
Is to make a perfect work in one 
Of what I but leam*d in the other two. 

CHLOmB. 

This must I hear ? 

LIBIDA. 

This must I see ? 
[msR ffoei and takes lisida by the hand, and 
leads her where ghlobis is standing. 

insB. 

To back a palpable sophistry, 
You must reply, dear cousin mine, 
See if thou 'vnlt thy claim resign. 

LISXDJL, to EKBICO. 

Tell me again to trust to thee. 

POKLBVI. 

What could hither our steps allure ? 

BKBICO. 

Help me, Heaven ! 

insX, to GHLOBIS. 

You are now seciure. 

CHLOBIS. 

Not altogether : — 

yisE. 

What can it be 
That you nou> require P 
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CHL0BI8. 

To be Biire of tbee, 
Who will secure me ? — so that the cure 
Worse than the old disease may prove. 

VISB. 

I hare brought a doubt on his love, 
That was all I wish*d to produce. 

{^Exeunt lass and chlosis. 

LIBIDA, to SinUCO. 

What have you now to say in excuse P 
Have jou no tongue P 

IITBICO. 

It cannot move. 

LISIBA. 

Defend thy contract. 

XITBIOO. 

'Twere vain to try. 

LISXDA. 

Explain the cause. 

ENBICO. 

iNo power have I. 

LismA. 
Deceive me again. 

XKBICO. 

'Twere little use. 

usmA. 
Speak. 

XKBICO. 

'Tis fear that my words repreas. 
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LI8IDA. 

Whose is the fidaehood ? 

sssico. 

Mine, I know. 

LI8IDA. 

Whose is the truth ? 

xirsico. 

'Tis mine also. 

LISIDJL 

Then what you said was a fiilsehood ? 

htbico. 

Tes, 

LISIDA. 

This is not an evasion ? 

XKBIOO. 

No. 

LISLDA. 

No new deception has enter'd thy brain P 

EITBIOO. 

Sincerity never has need to feign. 

PONLEVI. 

Did I not tell you over and over, 
That this was not the place for a lover p 
You wouldn't believe me, now all is vain. 

lilSIDA. 

Such a false deceiving lover may die. 
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XHBIOO. 

Firm in his fidth he means to live. 

LISCDA. 

What proofs of your firmness do you give ? 

IHBICO. 

My silence, and my constancy. 

LISIDA. 

You are easy to melt. 

XKBICO. 

A diamond, I, 

IiISIDA. 

Jealousy, anger, cloud my sense. 

SITBIOO. 

Ah ! upon what a slight pretence, 
Can the little sly god with wiles 
Turn into frowns the sunniest smiles. 
And make of love itself an offence. 



J 
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ACT m. SCENE I.-— THB BTSSST BS70BE 
TABIO*B HOUSS — KIOHT. 

lEnter the dixks, nmicOy poitlbyi, and a inrsioiAV. 

SITKE. 

There is no power to which love will submit. 

xinaoo. 
One thing alone can make love do it. 

DUKE. 

And what is that P 

XKBICO. 

The will to subdue it ; 
So Gh&rcilasOy my lord, hath writ. 

nuKi. 

Then Hwas a false conceit of wit ; 
For that can have but the same effect 
As forgetfulness, which men select 
As a cure for ills that are past recall, 
And which for love is no cure at all ; 
Some other remedy recollect. 

XKBICO. 

This, notwithstanding, the way must be 

Of him who would save his heart from ruin. 

Yes, the beginning of love's subduing 

Is the desire of victory, — 

For how is it possible that he 

Can love the thing that he would forget P 

Thus the first obstacle is met ; — 

That being conquered, the difficulty 

Is not in getting the victory. 

But in the earnest vrish to get. 
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DITKS. 

Well, it may be so ; let roe know 
How you haye sped with Nise, though. 

XITBICO. 

Badly she heard my proffer'd loye, 

(Ah ! it is true, my death she'll proye !) [Mide. 

And since the return of Fabio, 

Such strictness reigns in the house, that no 

Chance is there now of getting nigh her. 

DUKE. 

Still perseyere, until the fire 

Is totally quench'd that bums me so, — 

For if my suspicion could only know 

The truth it aims at, I would be 

Sure of obtaining the yictory 

Oyer loye, as in that case 

I would toish to subdue him. 

WSTRICO. 

Tour grace 
It is an affair of difficulty. 

nirins. 
Fabio I know is most austere. 

XVBICO. 

Hush ! For now methinks I hear 

In the balcony yonder some low yoices. 

niTKE. 

And here again are some other noises ; 
Let us, Enrico, draw more near. 

[cHLOBis and nisb appear at one window, 
LisiDA and CILIA at another. 
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XKBICO. 

How, my lord, uhaHl it clearly appear 
Which c^ the windows doth Chloris prefer, 
That you may try to speak to her ? 

DI71EB. 

Let us divide, and take separate stations, 
Thus we can make our observations, 
And on the results with each other confer. 

mniico. 

'Tis an excellent plan, and so I take 
My position here. 

nmcx. 

And I shall pay 
The closest attention from this : — But stay, 
Eor hark ! through the night's dark stillness 

break 
Sweet sounds, that tell us they mean to awake 
The notes of a harp. 

GHLOBIS, to VISS. 

Dear Nise, thou'lt be 
The wish'd for syren of love's wild sea, 
If my pain thou'lt alleviate. 

LISIBA, to CELIA. 

Sing, Celia, and mitigate 

The fatal disease that killeth me. 

SITBIOO, to the DtTEX. 

Lest, perchance, your grace should express 
A wish to embark on this mimic sea, 
I have brought this musician with me : 
Kthey sing, shall he sing too P 

Dim. 

Yes. 
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POITLSTE. 

I, too, won't haye power to lepzess 
Mj Toioe fivm responding to thj pain. 

XKBICO. 

Sing then, and perchance thj strain 

To a milder mood the heavens may more. 

DUKEy to the inJBlOlAK, 

Sing to me the praises of lore. 

LISIDA, to CSLIA, 

Sing to me of jealousy's pain. 

OHLOSIS, to iriss. 
Sing to me the praises of sadness. 

XITBICO, to POKLETT. 

Sing to me the praises of joy ; 

Th^ the sun may know he cannot destroy, 

Even by his absence, beauty and gladness. 

THE UTJBioiAX smgi. 

Love, Love, then rulest above 
Kingdoms and laws and powerfuUest things ; 
Weak to thine is the sceptre of kings, — 
The only potent monarch is Love ! 

OELIA sings. 

Jealousy, why to thee is given 
This name reproachfullv ! since the jealous 
But for one letter would be the zealous — 
And only the zealous reach to Heaven ! 

PONiBvi sings. 

Who, O Fortune, with longing sighs 
Will at thy heedless altar kneel P 
Oh ! paint with wings thy fickle wheel, 
Since swifter far thim it rolls, it flies. 
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insE tings. 

Season, Season, tell me, I praj, 
How long shall con^uerin^ love be tby master p 
Ifpleasure, in coming, will not travel faster, 
Wny shouldst thou ny so swiftlj awaj ? 

DUKE, to the MTTSICIAir. 

Let no interruption come near thee. 

LISIDA, to CELIA. 

Cease not from the melody, no, — 

EKBICO, to PONLETI. 

Ob ! continue and speak my woe. 

CHLOEIS, to KISE. 

Sing more ; 'tis a joy to hear thee. 

MTJSiciAir sings. 
Has &tQ some favour still concealed P 

OSLIA sings. 
Has hope some blessing rich and strange ? 

poirLEVi sings. 
Can thus my sorrows have some change p 

BlSE sings. 
Can love's deep heart-wounds then be healed ? 

BU£E. 

Sing, although their songs excel. 

LISIDA. 

Be not silent, although they sing. 

EKBICO. 

Sing, — your words some solace bring. 
vol; n. 2 a 
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CHLOBIS. 

Do sot cease, since you sing well. 

ALL my. 

Beason, fortune, jealousy, love, 

Are passions that vary, 

Eeason faileth through time 

And fortune grows weary, — 

LoTe is a fire which jealousy kindles, 

Pleasure groweth fatigued. 

And passion dwindles. 

DUKE coming to the toindow, in which are 
CHLOBIS and kise. 

Now that on the silent zephyr 
Gently dies your voice, fair Nise, 
Let it take thee, for my hope's sake. 
On my part an humble message. 

CHLOBIS, oHde to VISE. 

'Tis the duke, say not I'm with thee. 
That he may not now address me. 

KISE. 

No, my lord, let not your highness 
Trust your hopes to such a medium, 
For within a rond heart's centre 
Is enshrined your worsWpped image. 

DTTKE. 

If the lady who is with thee 
"Would say this, beyond expression 
Were my happiness. 

KISE. 

I doubt it. 
As the person who deceives you 
Is but one of my attendants. 
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BITKB. 

Is it 80 P — then bid her say so. 

KISI. 

She is dumb and speaks no language. 
'Tis love's language that she knows not. 

LISEDA, to ENBICO. 

Badl J do these fond expressions 
Harmonize with fickle actions. 

XKBIOO. 

Bightlj do these words' warm accents 
Come to aid as true devotion. 

LISIDA. 

What my eyes behold, thej credit. 

EKBIOO. 

Glasses dim the vision sometimes ? 

LISIDA. 

No, it is impossible, 

If the crystals are but perfect. 

EKBIOO. 

The most perfect oft deceive. 

DUKE. 

I shall come again, await me, 
I must see who this is yonder : — 

[He eomes and ipeaka aside to ekbico. 
Hark! Enrico. 

EKBICO. 

Please your highness : — 

DUKE. 

Firm is Chloris in her rigour, 

2a2 
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Since she will not even acknowledge 
That she ia with Nise. 

EITBICO. 

Well, 
What do you wish, my lord ? 

DUKE. 

That you 
Pass unto the other window ; 
And as equal objects brought us 
Two together here this night, 
(You perchance to speak with Niae, 
Or with Chloris I,) and now 
One of these has been frustrated, 
Let us not be balked in both ; — 
There she is ; advance, thou knowest 
That on this my life depends. 

ENEICO. 

Such an incident to happen ! 

OHLORis comes to lisida's window. 

CHLOBIS. 

Lisida ! 

LISIDA. 

Tour pleasure, sister ? 

CHLOBIS. 

Yonder is the duke, attempting 
B^ery means to recognise me ; 
He beheld two forms, to hinder 
Him from knowing I was one,— 
I entreat you to go thither. 

LISIDA. 

If you hither come to know 



THB BCABF AITD THB FLOWSB. 357 

Who is with me, I am happy 
To afford that Batisfaction ; 
'Tis Emrico, and I go 
That you may speaJk with him. 

CHLOBIS. 

No. 

LISIDJL. 

I shall go : \aside] But 'tis that I 
Thus can make new observations ; 
Let us see now which deceive me — 
Natural eyes, or crystal glasses. 

POFLBTI. 

In this night of roundelays, 
Sighs and songs and amorous speeches, 
I have none to speak to : so. 
While the rest converse in couples, 
I shall ask Don Monsieur Morpheus 
For his company awhile. 

[Stretches himself to sleep. 

ocTAVio enterSf and remains where poitlbvi had 

been standing, 

OOTAVIO, aside. 

If the man who feeleth one jealousy 
Cannot possibly be at rest, 
He who nourisheth two, how can he 
Be secure a moment of time P 

DTTEB, to ENBIOO. 

Come then. 

EKBico, aside. 

That to this should compel me. 
One whose power doth equal his love. 
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DTTKB. 

Why do you wait ? 

IITBICO. 

A man is yonder. 

DXTKE. 

That, by no means, need give you alarm, — 
It is Ponleyi : he has been waiting 
There all along in secret. 

xiTBico, aside. 

Heayens ! 
Orant me now some words of dissembling, 
That I may a goddess deceiye. 

CHLOBIS. 

Thanks be to Heayen ! that now I am free from 
The pain of hearing the duke's complaints. 

nuEE. 

No, you must hear them ; still will he seek yea 
Whereyer you are. 

GHLOBis, aside. 

What a singular chance ! 
Heayens ! firom his suit I wish'd to withdraw 

me. 
And lo ! I haye fallen into his hands. 
Kow, of necessity, I must speak to him. 

VKBico, aside. 

I am here a little assured. 
Seeing that Lisida cannot possibly 
Hear my words, as she with the duke 
Now doth speak at the other window : — 
Most beautiful Nise [Ahud. 
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ooTJLYio, oiide. 

Does he saj 

Nise? 

xintioo. 

Since your voice of rayisliment 
Seemeth the loadstone of all that lives, 
Drawing hither unto this threshold 
Wondering wild beasts out of the rocks, 
Beautiful birds from amid the flowers, 
Give occasion still for the thought 
That Jrour dulcet sineing allures one 
Here to die^ of its poisoned sweets, 
Which the cup of the night-air holds. 

LisroA, aside. 

What is this, O Heavens ! that I hear P 
Ah ! has he hither come to seek me, 
That thus he might lose me once for all P 

OOTAVio, aside, 

O faithless friend ! and thou lover, 
So lost to gratitude ! As Heaven lives, 
Nought but his life can this atone for. [JExit. 

XITBICO. 

If 70U wish to know if mj sufferings 
Are really felt, quite easy the proof. 

LISIDA. 

Not so easy, because I am certain 
That no hour of your life, Enrico, 
Is with the others perfectly true, — 
See if the crystak now mislead me. 

ENBICO. 

Lisida !...... 

LISIDA. 

Say not another word. 



860 THl BCABV MJn> THX PLOWXB* 

SITBICO. 

As the Heayens liye I 



LISIBJL. 

Attempt no yain effort 
At giying me satisfaction again ; 
Do not see me, do not speak to me. 

[usxDJL and kiss lea/ve the window. 

BITBICO. 

Hear ! listen ! but what do I see ? 

The gate of the garden some one opens : — 
Mjlord! 

nxjsj:. 

What now ? 

ElfTBICO. 

I see a man 
Coming here from the house of Eabio. 

CHLOBIS. 

It is my father ; go, my lord, 

Out of the street before he sees you. 

[OHLOBis and GELIA olso retire. 

DUKE. 

It is Pabio, let us go ; 

Conceal thy face in thy cloak, Enrico \ 

Me he will know not. 

ENBICO. 

What avails 
All concealments and dark disguises^ 
When the day will bring to light 
What the treacherous night concealeth P 

[Ikemt 
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JSnter tabio. 

YABIO. 

Home ! how badly you receive me ! 

On the very day 1 come 

To your threshold, must I meet with, 

First of all, my griefs and cares ? — 

A suspicion of i^irico's 

Aim on Chloris, that I had 

Ere he went to Spain, has brought me 

Swiftly hither from Milan, 

Ta be certain, if he causes 

Public scandals such as these ; 

They have seen me and departed 

Those who so disturbed the street ; 

Who they are I must discover. 

IStumbles over poitlbti. 

PONLBVI. 

Who's that ? 

ITABIO. 

Who's this ? 

POKLBTI. 

'Tis now very late, 
And so I beg of you, my good master, 
To cut short your nonsensical talk 
With Mesdames Lisida, Nise, and Chloris, 
And let us go. 

PABIO. 

That I may have first 
An opportunity to despatch you. 

POKLEVI. 

Oh ! Heavens ! what a grandfather's beard ! 
What sudden terror in half a moment 
Has bearded you thus to such a length P 
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FABIO. 

Say, to whom dost thou act as a serTant ? 

POITLXVI. 

*Tis an easy thing to tell his name : 
To Enrico. 

PABIO. 

And this Enrico, 
Which of those three hidies doth love ? 

POKLEYI. 

He lores them alL 

VABIO. 

This man is a simpleton ; 
Which does he court ? 

POITLETI. 

He courts them all. 

EABIO. 

Tell me of which he is the suitor P 

POBXBVI. 

Of all, and it tires him not in the least. 
Not one of them all can he resign ; 
Being, as it were, a triple-faced lover, 
Fast, present, iemd the future, in one. 

PABTO. 

That I do not kill thee, is owing 
To your being beneath my wrath ; 
It were a wrong to my sword to stain it 
With the pollution of such base blood. 



J 
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POKLBTI. 

Base blood is a lucky distinction 
"Now and then. 



Quick! 



TABID. 

Hence ! fellow, away — 



PONLBYI. 

Yes, with the greatest pleasure. [Sj^U. 

TABID. 

Enrico, building upon the faTour 

Of the duke, thus ventures to bring 

These public scandals upon mine honour. 

Unworthily : — ^and since the thouffht 

That before his departure was on^ 

Mere suspicion has now become 

A matter certain beyond all question, 

Let me devise some remedy. 

Two methods are there in such a serious 

Conjunction of grief: prudence is one. 

And valour the other : upon the former 

Let me in the first instance rely : — 

I shall go to the duke, to complain me 

Of this outrage ; if that doth fail. 

Then I must appeal to my valour. [^Exit 
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SCENE n. — A BOOK DT THE PALACS. 

Unter octayio and eitbioo. 

OCTAVIO. 

Here, Enrico, I have sought thee. 

EKBICO. 

Well, my friend, your wishes say : — 

OCTATIO. 

Give me not that name, I pray, 

Since thou*rt not what once I thought thee ; 

'Tis no friend who courts and kills 

And wounds you most when most confiding, 

Like the ungrateful serpent gliding 

Into the breast, where it distils 

Its poison, beyond all prevention : — 

To thee no more this name hath clung, 

Since you flatter with the tongue. 

And you kiU with the intention. 

EKBICO. 

My truth I deign not to defend. 
Heaven be the witness ! Earth the judge ! 
Besides, you know we must not grudge 
The first suspicion to a friend : — 
Methought my friendship might have reckoned 
On this indulgence, that it durst 
Answer you thus : weVe pass'd the first — 
Let us not go to seek the second. 

OCTAVIO. 

Tes, we must do so : since, unmoved 
By all my heart to thee outpoured, 
Telling you how I Nise adored. 
Telling you how I Nise loved ; — 
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You, perfidious, your love durst break to her, 

You, ungrateful, your homage pay. 

You to her send letters by daj, 

And at night, you dare to speak to her ! 

BKBICO. 

Octavio, I cannot deny 

What you say and what you discerned, 

What you heard or what you have learned, 

Still I cannot give a reply 

Which an apology might appear, 

Or the faintest wish to excuse ; 

But I cannot permit you use 

Heasons which only are too clear ; 

Thus with justice I come to be 

Offended in turn, since if you know 

The reasons why you address me so, 

I know those that influence me : — 

My friendship this replies, since we 

Speak in the palace of his grace. 

• 

OCTAVIO. 

Then name, Enrico, name the place 
Where our dispute may be more free. 

ENBICO. 

Then be it 

Miter the ditee and poitlbyi. 

DUKE. 

What is this ? 

EIHEtlGO. 

'Tis nought, 
My lord. 

DTTKE, aside. 
The two with troubled air 
Appear confused ; their looks of care 
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Show ihafc my love this strife hath wrought : 
I must preTent the consequence. 
Octayio! 

OOTAVIO. 

Can I serve your grace P 

Be good enough the desk to place. 
And bring the writing implements : — 
You can retire until we call ! 

OOTATIO, aside to eitbico. 
Where shall we end our affair^ we two ? 

wxiaco. 
Where, I shall let thee know. 

OCTAYIO. 

Adieu. [Mni. 

XKBICO, to POKJiiEYI. 

You can await me in the hall. [^Eivit foitlxti. 

DTJKE. 

Enrico, what is this about ? 

IKBICO* 

A loss, my gracious lord, which has been 
The greater from its being foreseen 
To be inevitable. 

DUKE. 

Has he found out 
The affiur so quickly P But my mission 
Must be to make you friends again. 

Eimico. 

Ah ! no, my lord, in honour's pain 

Nor power nor rank is the best physician. 
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IhUer TABio. • 

TABio, aside. 

!Enrico with him, so much the better ! — 
Can YOU allow me an audience, sire P 

DirsJB. 
Yes : Enrico, do thou retire. 

sintico, (uide. 
Now to write Octavio's letter. lUxit. 

TABIC. 

Since mj griefs I cannot control, 
But calmly and sadly the thoughts arise. 
Would that the tears that flow from my eyes 
Were the tongues of my very Boul ! 

DX7KE, aside. 

My troubles I see are not all past : — 
What is the matter, Fabio ? 

TABIC. 

Why, 

Anguish, my lord, and honour have I, 

And I weep because of the last : 

A cruel burden beareth about it 

The soul to which Fortune honour gives ; 

He cannot live happily he who lives 

Either with honour, or yet without it. — 

I have two daughters, my lord. 

DUKE, aside, 

No doubt 
Can now remain ; good heavens ! that he 
Cometh here to complain of me 
Even to myself, having found out 
My love for Chloris : — Yes, I know [Ahud. 
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That honour the brightest and most pure 
In either beantj maj be aecorey 
And jour confidence speaketh ao. 

TABID. 

Not so much, but some power may leare 
A shade on this boasted Diightness yet. 

Dim, atide. 

He speaks more plainly : — [aloud] Do not let, 
Fabio, your generous heart Delieve 
Too easily what may doubtfiLl appear. 

TABID. 

I am not, my lord, so indiscreet 
As to approach your grace's feet 
Badly informed, as you shall hear: — 
Enrico, using the fiiiendlj relations 
He is on with you, as wings to near 
A brighter and more ambitious sphere. 
Insults with foolish manifestations 
Of love my house. 

nvEE, aside, 

I breathe more free : 
Although the blame that to him is given 
Does not prove that I am forgiven ; — 
Since Jam in fault as well as he. 

TABID. 

And so I ask your grace, that you 
Diminish this evil. 

DUKE. 

Passion-warmed, 
You hither come, and badly informed. 
For I myself am certain you do 
Enrico wrong, being aware. 



THB SOABl* Ain> THl TLOWBB, 369 

The ladj to whom he doth pretend 
Cannot injure you, nor offend, i 

7ABI0. 

Again, my lord, I have to declare, 
Not blincUj in this matter I grope, 
Since I know, ere he went to Spain, 
Ghloria was the cause of his pain — 
The beautiful sk j that bouna his hope : — 
Since I know, from his embassy- 
Haying returned, he still doth pay 
His obstinate suit — ^for by night and day 
The Argus of my house is he ; 
Can any misconception foUow from thence ? 
Is not, my lord, the evidence dear p 
Does my Donour no outrage fear 
On such undoubted evidence P 

DUKE, 

What did you say P 



To Chloris. 



FABIO. 

That he pays court 



DUES, aside. 

Ah ! my heart, what woe !- 
And before he went to Spain P 

FABIO. 

'Tisso. 

DUKE, aside. 
What do I hear P ,Oheavens! 

In short, 
As he, my lord, I have little doubt, 
yoL. u. 2 b 
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With Chloris holds a higher place, 
From his great favour with jour grace. 
You must hifl marriage bring about : — 
Or haying, at so great a cost, 
Thus tried my anger to allay, 
I must attempt some other way 
To find mj honour that is lost. 

BITKE, aside. 

Oh ! what poison these replies — 
Oh ! what aarkness this eclipse- 



Make me drink without my lips ? 
Makes me see without my eyes ? 
Let me recall the day aright 
Of his return — my drive, and where — 
Yes, 'twas the park — I found him there — 
And how she avoided me that night ; 
Then came the question, light and gay, 
Of the scarf and flower, which rank'd above 
The other ? Oh ! what memory, love, 
Dost thou possess P Thou need'st not say 
That since then she wrote to be 
Excused receiving my respects— 
The cause is proven by the effects. 
That his commg banish'd me. 

TABIO. 

Does justice then so little owe 
Unto my wrong, my bitter pain — 
That one word you do not deign 
To give me in reply ? 

DTTKE. 

Oh! no- 
No, Pabio, it is because 
Words cannot answer your appeal — 
And I can yet do naught but feel. 
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PABIO. 

Then to my birthright — valour's laws — 
Must I appeal in mj distress : — 

Enter bktiioo and poklevi ; they converse apart. 

ximico. 

You are to seek Octavio, 

And to give him this letter ; go. 

POWLEVI. 

Octavio did you say, sir ? 

ENBICO. 

Yes. 
DUKE, aside, 

Enrico, here ! — I scarce can smother 
My wrath, or trust myself to stay, 
This is no place to do or say — 
Pass then from one extreme to the other, 
My grief. 

ENBICO. 

Your grace seems somewhat heated, 
And full of anger — what is the reason ? 

DUKE. 

I shall tell you in good season. [JEknt. 

POIOjETI. 

This is a pretty way we are treated. 

ENETCO. 

Pabio, can you explain this ? 

PABIO. 

No, 
I understand it not — if I could 
Explain it to myself I would ; 
But as it is, I do not know. [ JKriY. 

2b2 
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POKLIYI. 

I told you that 70a should not Ioyo 
ChloriSy in that deapemte way. 
And that it would some future day 
To 70U a source of sorrow prove ; 
But Octavio passes yonder, 
I shall make no more delays. 

(jEafii wUh the leUer. 

"EKBIOO, 

Ah ! through what a cruel maze 
Of entanglement I wander ! 

Unter oslia, veiled. 

CELIA. 

Till I found him, haye I enter'd 
Treading soft with leaden footsteps. 
Not to say that they are woollen, — 
Hist! 

EKBIOO, 

IsitI? 

CILIA. 

Yes. 

SITBIGO. 

* 

Then I hear you. 

CELIA. 

M!y Sefiora 

Eintioo. 

O my Celia ! 

CELIA« 

Sends you this. [ISatub Mm a letter. 



MriniMlHMM 
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XKBICO. 

I feel most happj, 
Though, perchance, in it should come 
Anger, anguish, and resentment. 
For the person who remembers, 
'Even to chide, cannot forget us ; \^Beads. 

** One reyenge must my wrongs obtain, and that 
an opportunity of telnng them. Eepair imme- 
diately to the public walk ; I shall meet you at the 
countay-seat of the duke, where you may hear 
them, and I can speak them." [Mesumes aside. 

The yeiy hour and situation. 

That I naye mentioned to Octayio, 

Has Lisida for me appointed ; 

Since I wrote to him to meet me 

In the groye beside the yilla :— 

I am once again bewildered. 

Shall I send her an excuse P 

No, it would but add another 

New suspicion. It is better 

That I may not be the hindrance 

Of my fortune, there to meet her, 

And howeyer ends the matter, 

Whether good or ill, I reckon 

On a full, free exculpation ;— 

Say to Lisida, my Celia, [Aloud. 

I am eager to obey her. 

Mtter POKLEyi. 

PONLSyj, adde* 

As an answer to the letter 
Which but now I brought Octayio, 
I bring this, which at my entrance 
Here, was giyen me by a stranger ;— 
But who's here P — ^Is not this damsel 
Beauteous Celia, whom I worship P 
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CBLIA to SITBICO. 

I shall tell her so. [ Ching. 

ENBICO. 

Hark! Celia. 

OELIA. 

What are your wishes P 

SITBICO. 

Waitalittle: 
The duke, 'tis plain, is disappointed ^Aside. 
With me, or has grown suspicious. 
That I have not yet discovered 
The hidden love-designs of Chloris — 
"Now perhaps the secret casket 
I with golden key may open, 
Since the occasion is propitious. 
Celia of my eyes, my Celia, [Aloud, 

In thy hand my life is lying — 
My enjoyment, my heart's quiet — 
All I have and all I value 
At thy feet to-day I offer. 

CELIA. 

Why with such exaggeration 
Thus address me P 

FOiOiEVi, aside. 

Am I dreaming p — 
Flattering speeches too to Celia ! — 
This the only thing was wanting 
To his being now in love with 
All the famUy of Fabio. 

CELIA. 

I am ignorant what you aim at. 
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2KBI0O. 

Take this diamond — sparkling offspring 
Of the sun — ApoUo's radiance, 
Though a stone. 

CELIA. 

I only take it, 
Not to seem, Sefior, unciyil. 

POiTLETi, aside. 

Uncivil ! O ungrateful Celia ! 

"Why you're more so than a monkey ; 

You snould not take it then. 

BKBIGO. 

Thou Celia, 
To end the matter, art the mistress 
Of my life. 

CELIA. 

Then be it known to you 
I am thine. 

POifLETi, aside. 

And I am furious ! 
Thine she says — that I should see this ! — 
Thine she says — that I should hear this ! — 
I shall kill him — ah ! but no — 
For he is my lord, — how doubtful 
Do I stand *twixt love and honour — 
Here a fool, and there a madman. 

ENRICO. 

Tell me, Celia, since the house-thief 
Prieth everywhere, 'tis needful 
Nothing can from you be hidden 
That is in it 
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POKLBTI. 

Nor you either. 

XKBICO. 

Who 18 speakiog there P 

POWLEVI. 

Tour Benrant. 

iimico* 
Wait then farther off. 

PoirLEyi. 

How pleasant ! 
{Tkey apeak in a low tone of voice, pokIiETI 
Handing apart, 

SITBICO. 

Who pars court to Chloris, tell me. 

Who 18 he the happy lover 

That doth merit ner, for whom 

She disdains the duke P And, Celia, 

If through thee I reach this knowledge 



CELIA. 

Say no more, — to all I answer 

Only this, that I am handmaid 

Unto Lisida— and sorry 

Am I, that firom her I brought you 

On her part, that amorous letter ; 

That for jealousies some other 

Consolation you should look for : — 

What a £Eur atonement ! [Exit 

SKBICO. 

Hear me ! 
Wliat ridiculous punctilio ! 
Even a waiting-maid I'm destined 
To make jealous ! 
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POKLBTI. 

Aj, and me too, 
Aj, and eveiy man, I'm thinking, 
On the earth. Great king of the Somans,* 
Treacherous and unrighteous master — 
False, promiscuous, and pursuing 
High and low, tag-rag and bobtad — 
Is it thus to a loyal valet 
That you break the faith and duty 
That you owe him ? Was it, tell me. 
With this object (Heavens ! I'm choking !) 
That I told you, I loved Celia ? 
That I said I Celia worshipped P 

XNBICO. 

As I live, by heavens ! you rascal 
From the sharp point to the pummel 
Of this sword 

PONLBVI. 

Now do not swear so, — 
For the affair is too transparent ; 
With my very ears I've heard it-— 
With my very eyes I've seen it. 

XKBICO. 

I shall make thy heart's blood bathe thee 
In a false bright red enamel, 
If you cease not. 

POITLBTI. 

Can the jealous 
Then be silent, how ? why ? wherefore ? 

XITBICO. 

Human patience ne'er was tempted 
In this manner ! 

* Tftrquin. 
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PONLBVI. 

In this maimer 
"Were our women eyer tempted ? 

ENEICO. 

Leave mj presence, idiot, madman. 

PONIiETI. 

Yes, wlien I relate my mission. 
I thv letter gave Octavio, 
Which he took ; on coming hither, 
In the hall a servant gave me 
This, to you to be delivered. 

[^Oives a letter and exit, 

ENBICO. 

[BecM] " I did not say when I spoke to you, 
that my determination was taken to refuse hearing 
your explanations ; and because in the field they 
cannot be given, I await you behind the pleasure- 
house of the duke. I desire to speak with you 
beside the rividet that divides it from the wood. 
Gk)d guard thee ! — rABio." 

Oh ! that Eortune thus should conjure 

Up against one wretched being 

Such a concourse of misfortimes ! 

Let me just enumerate them. 

"Where I'm bound to meet Octavio 

Is the thicket of the duke ; 

Lisida appoints the villa, 

Fabio the rapid streamlet 

Which in this place separateth 

The same building from some elms. — 

Now 'tis plain I must be deaf to 

Lisida's dear letter — Love 

Must descend his throne, for Honour 

There to rule with sovereign sway — 
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I Octayio cite, and Fabio 

Citeth me, both one and the other 

At one time and for one quarrel. 

If the one doth brayelj wait me, 

I as bravelj wait the other — 

Which dilemma is the stronger, 

To meet him whom I have challenged 

Or who challenged me ? The two 

Have their force — for in all questions 

Of this nice and delicate nature, 

Honour has its paradoxes, 

Which the duel, skilled in settling 

Differences, must reconcile : 

Since an equal right it giveth. 

That which is for me occasion' d — 

And that which I myself occasion : — 

To meet him whom I have summoned. 

Is to satisfy mj oum wrong — 

Him who smnmons me, another's : — 

Sut this is a false deduction ; 

Por another's wrong that summons 

Me to answer, is my own : — 

In the one case, the same reason 

Which I have, because the duel 

Is by me originated. 

Is i^amst me in the other : — 

To mil him whom I have challenged. 

Is to leave a grave suspicion 

That I could my promise break : — 

For he'll seek the place of meeting 

On the faith of that. As little 

Can I fail to meet the other, 

Since, relying on my honour. 

He awaits me ; so that neither 

One nor the other can I turn from, 

Since if I cannot attend to 

Even the challenge of two pleasures, 

Tell me, Fortune, can I listen 
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Unto the call of two such griefs P 
How can it be, that terror doeth, 
Ererj hindrance fidai^ing, 
What even pleasure fails to do ? 
In the eye of reason, doubtless, 
Both complain without a cause. 
They of IN ise and of Chloris 
Mutually complain, while I 
Neither worship loyely Chloris 
Nor fair Nise ao I love ; — 
Who will e'er believe, O Heavens ! 
That 'twere oossible, that I, 
So enamour'o, so devoted. 
Can two other men make jealous 
About ladies that I love not, 
And not one, 'bout her I love ? — 
Well, to have at least this solace ! 
And for this one gleam of rapture 
I, mj evil fortune pardon 
All its other forms of woe, 
Though I notice at one moment, 
Fabio's anger undeceives me. 
That Octavio speaks revilings. 
That the duke, grown discontented, 
Doubts mj faith and flies my presence,- 
That fair Chloris now is weeping 
Tears that flow from old illusions — 
That poor Nise feels indignant 
At the mockery of my wooing — 
That my Lisida herself, 
Mourning needlessly, intrusteth 
Her belief to seeming truth — 
That reproachfuUv speaks Celia — 
And that even a fool, a madman 
Must be jealous even of her ! — 
AU of wmch, I tell thee, Fortune, 
Without anger I forgive. 
And still more, that these my musings, 



r 
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Eren hj sifting, find a waj, 

By which, full of cheerful daring, 

I both challenges may meet : — 

This indeed is much to promise. 

But I feel it may be done ; — 

Would, O gracious Heaven ! to-day 

It were done, for then were oyer 

Anger, vengeances, vexations, 

Insults, injuries, distractions, 

Bage, revilings, and offences. 

Complaints, resentments, and confusions. 

Shadows, dreamings, and surmises, 

Strange illusions and caprices, 

And jealousy which means all these. [JEaii. 



SCENE in.— A WOOD. 
JSnter fabio. 

TABID. 

Let this shady thicket be 

The appropriate theatre of my destiny« 

The duKe shall know, it doth belong 

To Eabio's fUelf, to satisfy his wrong 

"Without him. Here Enrico I shaU fight. 

Armed not with steel, but with my sense of right : 

A rustling sound from yonder point comes near, 

Yes 'tis two women who are walking here. 

About this seat, where Nature doth display 

April's young charms and all the sweets of May. 

JErUer skrico. 

EKBICO. 

Pardon, if I have delayed. 
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FABIO. 

Death ne'er delays, 
Not even from him who looks with longing g^e 
For his approach ; yes, here, some time beneath 
This tree, I have waited, to 

ENBICO. 

Tour sword still sheath ; 
This place is far too public here, and so 
Let us go deeper into the thicket. 

FABIO. 

Let us go. IThei/ enter. 



SCENE IV. — AiroTHEE paet of the wood. 

IJnter octavio. 

OCTAVIO. 

Let no one say that any act can show 
More courage or more valour, than the slow 
Approach of an antagonist, to wait, 
I do not say to fight, that hath a double fate. 
But to await him, this doth bring to light 
More certain steady valour than to fight : — 
People approach ; Enrico 'tis — and Fabio 
Is with him. 

Enter eneico and fabio. 

FABIO, aside. 

As I live, it is Octavio ! 
Enrico's firiend ; why this must be 
An ambuscade, — O traitor ! 
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OCTAVio, aside, 

false enemy ! 
I, "here alone, Enrico had expected [Aloud. 

To meet you 

TABIO. 

Here alone, and unprotected. 

OCT AVID. 

Ajid not with Eahio at thy side. 

TABID. 

Ajad not by Octavio accompanied. 

OCTAYIO. 

"Well, even to meet you two I am not loth. 

FABIO. 

"Well, should you wish it, even to meet you both, 
Courage enough have I. 

OCTAYIO. 

And I the same ! 

EIN'BICO. 

Hear me, and you shall learn that here alone I came. 

I wrote to you that in this place, Octa\io, 

I would expect you ; at the same time, Fabio 

Wrote to me to the same effect. In this 

Extreme perplexity and dark abyss. 

Bewilder' d at my double character. 

At once the challenged and the challenger. 

Confused and sadden' d thus, I durst 

Not be the judge to which to turn to first. 

And so, together I have brought you, — 

See now, if accompanied, I sought you. 

Arrange the point of precedence; that being known, 

You are two, you are men of honour, I am alone. 
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Unier the ditks. 

DT7KB. 

Is Enrioo here P 

sinuco. 

Yes, here I stray. 

DTTKB. 

I am rejoiced that I did persevere. 
In seeking you, until I met you here : 
Were not my orders not to leave to-day 
The palace P 

SITBIOO. I 

I can only say 
By way of excuse, my lord 

nuKi. ' 

. »Ti8 well,— 
All now is understood that late befell — 
With your whole conduct I am hurt ; I say 
That I will punish another way 
Him who has made my heart with sorrow swell. 

■ 

aiTBICO. 

Mylord 

DTTKS. 

Enough. 

XITBICO. 

If Imay be 

No more. 

XNBICO. 

Allowed 
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STTEE. 

Still more offences, 70a 
Are adding to your first. Eemain, you two ; 
Do thou, Enrico, come along with me. IJSkit 

EKBICO. 

Even as thy shadow shall I follow thee. IJSxit. 

OOTAVIO. 

That his favour should occasion this ! 

7ABI0. 

That this should happen from a power like his! 

OOTAVIO. 

O evil &te ! 

7ABI0. 

O luckless destiny ! 

OOTATIO. 

No vengeance is there for my jealousy ! 

TABIO. 

Vengeance to-day, my honour you must miss/ 

[Uaeunt 
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SCENE v.— A BOOM TS THl dukb'b COUHTBX 

PALACS. 

Ihiter LisiBA and celia. 

LISIDA. 

To the most remote apartment 
Of the duke's house have I entered. 
And even here, to me it seemeth, 
We are not in perfect safety- 
Prom my father ; but the gardener 
Who has left us here, and went 
Out to see what is occurring, 
(For with women, I have Doticed, 
Ever is a swain obliging 
Ever is a rustic courteous) — 
Does he not delay ? 

CBLIA. 

Not greatly, 
For I hear a key now turning 
In the gallery-door, and some one 
Enters by that way. 



LISIDA. 
OELIA. 

Enrico and the duke. 



Who is it ? 



LISIDA. 

Alas ! 
What shall A^ say, if he finds me 
Thus concealed within his dwelling, 
And in this disguise ? I know not 



I 
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VThj, against my cruel fortune, 
Heaven unites such torturing foes. 

CELIA. 

What shall we do P 

LISIDA. 

There is a closet 
Here, and luckily it is o^en ; 
Let us, Gelia, hide therein ; 
They may pass without perceiving 
We are there. I thus may gain 
More than lose by this adventure. 
Since I must, to some remoter 
Time, adjourn my present doubts. 

[2%^ enter the closet^ which looks out in the 
garden ; the door is closed. 

Enter the du£E and Emiico. 

EKBICO. 

What, my lord, have you discovered 
That so much doth irritate you, 
Seeking thus the most secluded 
Chamber here for explanation ? 

nuEE. 

First m see if yonder closet 
Door is locked, before I speak : — 
Yes, we are alone, Enrico, 
And the fittmg time is now, 
To acquaint me with the substance 
Of what you have learned for me 
Of the feelings of fair Chloris — 
Who is then her lover ? Who ? 

ENBICO. 

Though, complying with your orders, 

2o2 
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I paid Beeming court to Nise, 
lathing certun could I learn. 

DTTKE. 

Th^re we differ, for I have ! 

ESTBICO. 

Ghloria then has got a lover P 

DUKE. 

Yes, Enrico. 

EKBICO. 

Do you know him ? 

DUEE. 

As a traitor — a deceiver. 

ENBICO. 

If I knew him, I would give him 
Death this moment by this sword. 

DUKE. 

No ; for I myself must do so ; 
Since in Honour's grave diseases, 
Power is but a bad physician, 
And since valour is more skilful, 
I prefer to trust to it. 
Villain ! draw thy sword, defend thee— 
Here we're equal man to man — 
You and I, and none to see us. 

\^The DUKE draw9 his sword, 

ENBIOO. 

Oh ! my lord, my lord, restrain thee ! 
Whilst submissive at thy feet, 
I implore that, ere you slay me, 
You at least wiU tell me why. 
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DUEE. 

This it is, tliat you, though loving 
Chloris ere you went to Spain, 
When my heart to you intrusted 
All the secret of its love, 
You, I say, concealed your passion 
Underneath your broken faith. 

ENEIOO. 

Oh ! withhold your sword, your highness. 
Oh ! withhold your arm, withhold 
These reproaches, which afflict me 
More than all, and hear the truth. 

DUKE. 

Speak then. 

EITBICO. 

I loved Lisida 
From the moment I first saw her: 
Chloris may, my lord, in mocking 
Mood, perhaps her scorn have lessened. 
Which with common courtesy 
I acknowledge, since, believe me^ 
Chloris I have never loved. 

DUEE. 

What ! you never loved her ? 

Eimico. 

No. 

nuEE. 

Then a new offence you offer 

To my lady and myself: — 

If you loved her, you offended 

Me in that, and if you loved not, 

You offended her as well. [^Advancing, 
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XJiBlCOy retiring to the door. 

Heayen, my lord, I call to witnesa 
That I cannot now recede 
One step further. 

PirxB. 

It were useless. 

BHBIOO. 

Loyalty be now my judge. 
That if this were a balcony, 
I would fling myself from it. 

DITBE. 

I would leap too, and pursue thee. 

XKBICO. 

Everything respect suggested 
I have done — retired before thee 
Till the very wall I've reached to ; — 
By the cross upon this sword-hilt 
Do I swear to thee I draw it, 
But on this account — this only — 
That I can retire no further. 

SIJILE. 

And for this alone I have waited, 
But to see thy sword unsheathed, 
That I then might thus attack thee. 

[ekbico draws his sword, phicing his hack 
against the door hy which lisiva ofnd 
OELIA had entered ; they open it, esmco 
passes through, and it is immediately 
closed. 

ENBIOO. 

Heaven, no doubt, my life preserveth 

For some reason known to it. {Door doses. 
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SIJKX. 

Heavens ! within this room were hiding 
Strangers, — ^I shall break the door, 
Splintering it in thousand pieces 
With my hands and with mj feet. 

IJSe strikes toith his dagger at the door. 

liiSEDA, iffithin. 

Gbrdeners of this country palace, 
Help ! come quickly, break the door, 
For the duke m sudden anger 
Slays Enrico. 

nUEE. 

'Tis the voice 
Of fair Lisida. — The Heavens 
Give to thee both life and fortune. 

FABio, within. 

Break the door, now let us enter 
Every one. 

nuKE. 

"Well, since no more 
Valour now can give me vengeance. 
Wit must do it ; yes, I think 
I have found a means. 

Unter fabio, chlobis, ootavio, 2asE, and 

PONLBVI. 
FABlO. 

'Tis opened : — 
What is this F 

What could it be ? 
But for anger, satisfaction, 
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And for jealousT, the samey 
It deliglits me, loTelj Chloris, 
To behold yoa here and now. 

CHLOBIB. 

Walking hither, with mj taster 
Some hours since, she vnahed to stay 
Until fell the shades of erening, 
And I have returned for her. 

niTKE. 

Then in time for gratulations. 
Have you come, tor she is wed. 

TJLBIO. 

Wed ! my lord, and say with whom P 

nuKB. 

With Enrico : 'twas an error, 
Fabio, when you thought that he 
Was in love with lovely Chloris, 
Since it seems 'twas Lisida ; — 
I heard all about the challenge 
From this servant. 

POKLEVI. 

I should be 
Speaker of your house, your highness. 

nxriTE. 

I, the happy end foreseeing, 
Matters so arranged, that they 
Stay within this garden waiting 
Till your anger is appeased ; 
Let it not disturb a rapture 
That thy sanction only needs. 
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OHLOBiSy aside. 
Enrico I hare lost ! ah, me ! 

lasB, aside. 
Naught with us to-daj has prospered. 

BUKE. 

Come, Enrico, hither come ; 
Come, fair Lisida, and kneeling 
Kiss your sire's forgiying hand. 

JEnter lisida. and ekbioo. 

EITBICO. 

First I kiss thy feet, your highness. 

XISIDA. 

May the green eternal laurel 

Bind thy brows, my gracious prince. 

EABio, aside. 

Though I don't believe a tittle 
Of all this, I must affect it. 
Since 'twill give a contradiction 
To the rumours of the vulgar, 
"When my daughter is his wife : — 
All is owing to your favour. 

[Aloud to the orsE. 

DUKE. 

Make this peace secure, Octavio, 

And to Nise give thy hand, 

Since, alas ! the lovely Chloris 

Is BO fair, that no one here 

Doth deserve her. — Ah ! fair tyrant, [Aside. 

Well I now revenge thy scorn. 
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OHLOBIS. 

Let this explanation bring 
Unto all a sure conyiction, 
That to do a wrong to Love, 
Can but prosper for a short time ; 
Being a god, he needs must triumph 
Over every other foe. 

7ABI0, to the audience. 

May your favour grant us pardon 
For the faults that we have shown. 



END OF THE SCAEE AKD THE FLOWEB. 



NOTES. 



LOVE AFTER DEATH. 

This dramA, the title of which Mr. Ticknor more allitera- 
tively translates ** Love Survives Life," appears in the old 
editions of Galderon under the doable name of Amar detpuea 
de la MuerU y el Sitio de la Alpujarra (To Love after DeaUi 
and the Siege of the Alpujarra) ; thus connecting the private 
revenge of Tuzanf with that historical event. This double 
title is still preserved in ihe two lines with which the drama 
ends, and which Galderon has placed in the mouth of Tuzani 
himself. 

The date of ita composition must be placed anterior to the 
year 1651 ; as it was in that year that Galderon entered into 
holy orders, subsequent to which event he confined himself 
to the composition of Aut08 and Fiestas Reales ; the former 
being short allegorical entertainments for the festival of 
Gorpus Ghristi, the latter full-length dramas, written as 
part of the festivities in honour of some important event 
connected with the court, and represented in the palace. 
They were generally performed with unusual splendour; 
scenery and machinery of a very beautiful and ingenious 
description were introduced when required, and they were 
all more or less accompanied by music and singing. Indeed, 
some of them were sung throughout, as " La Purpura de 1* 
Rosa," and "Las Fortunas de Andrdmeda y Perseo ;" and 
thus differed slightly, if at all, from the more modem opera. 
'' We may call Siem poetical operas," says Schlegel ; '' that 
is, dramas which, by the mere splendour of poetry, perform 
what in the opera can only be attained by the machinery, 
the music, and the dancing. Here the poet gives himself 
wholly up to the boldest flights of &ncy, and his creations 
hardly seem to touch the earth." 

" Galderon," says Sismondi, " was yet a child at the 
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be judged of by the anecdote which is mentioned of Scott» 
who is reported to have said, on being shown the "Wars of 
Granada" in the latter part of his life, that if he had earlier 
known of the book, he might have placed in Spain the scene 
of some of his own fictions.* 

Martinez de la Rosa, when a refdgee in France, imitated 
this drama in French, under the title of Aben-Iftim^yei, 
Translations into the same language are to be found in the 
Thidtret Etrangen of M. Angliviel de la Beaumelle and the 
TMdtre Espagnol of M. Damas-Hinard. In [earlier French 
literature, lies lUtutrei En/Mmit of Thomas Comeille is con- 
fessedly imitated from the Atmot detfpw9 de la MuerU of 
Calderon. 



THE PURGATORY OF SAINT PATRICK. 

It would be unjust to Calderon to omit quoting in this 
place the following celebrated passage of Augustus William 
ochlegel. However some readers may dissent from the 
opinions herein expressed, and however disappointed others 
may have been, who, led to the study of Calderon by this 
glowing and enthusiastic eulogium, have not been able to 
find in his writings a perfect realization of the expectations 
which it raised ; it should never be forgotten, that to one of 
the most gifted and cultivated minds that Germany has ever 
produced, Calderon's poetry appeared with the lustre and 
was hallowed with the tendency which the passage so beau- 
tifully describes. Had this tribute been offered to the great 
Spanish poet by the hands oi Frederick Schlegel, there might 
be some grounds for suspecting that the zeal of the neophyte 
had in this instance swallowed up the discernment of the 
critic; but the suspicion must vanish when it is remem- 
bered that the offering was made, noi by the hands of the 
Catholic Frederick Schlegel, but by those of his brother, the 
Protettant Augustus William. It is necessary to draw at- 

* Denis, Chroniqnes Chevalresques. Paris, ]839> 8vo. tom.i. p. 3S3. 
TickQor, torn. iii. p. 79, note. 
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t«ntion to tiua hct, aa I hftre obMired on sevenJ occasioiu 
animadTenionfl made upon the ** Dramatic Literature '* and 
other writings of Augustus William Schlegel, fi:t>m an evi- 
dent ooniusion of one of those distinguished brothers with 
the other. After a rapid, but brilliant description of the 
▼arious classes into which the Calderonic drama maj be 
divided, Schlegel thus continues : — 

*' The mina of Calderon, however, is most distinctly 
expressed in the pieces on religious subjects. Love he 
pamts merelv in its most general features ; he but speaks 
her technicsl poetical language. Beligion is his peculiar 
love — the heart of his heart. For religion alone he excites 
the most overpowering emotions, which penetrate into the 
inmost recesses of the soul. He did not wish^ it would 
seem, to do the same for merely worldly events. However 
turbid they may be in themselves, to him, such is the reli- 
gious medium through which he views them, they are all 
cleared up and peifectly bright. BleHsed man! he had 
escaped from the wild labyrinths of doubt into the strong- 
hold of belief ; from thence, with undisturbed tranquillity of 
soul, he beheld and portrayed the storms of the world : to 
him human life was no longer a dark riddle. Even his tears 
reflect the image of heaven, like dewdrops on a flower in the 
sun. HIb poetry, whatever its apparent olject, is a never- 
ending hymn of joy on the majesty of the creation ; he 
celebrates the productions of nature and human art with an 
astonishment always joyful and always new, as if he saw 
them for the first time in an unworn festal splendour. It is 
the first awaking of Adam, and an eloquence withal, a skill 
of expression, and a thorough insight into the most mysteri- 
ous affinities of nature, such as high mental culture and 
mature contemplation can alone bestow. When he compares 
the most remote objects, the greatest and the smallest, stars 
and flowers, the sense of all his metaphors is the mutual 
attraction subsisting between created things by virtue of 
their common origin, and this delightful harmony and unity 
of the world again is merely a refulgence of the eternal all- 
embracing love." — SchlegeVa Dramatic ZUerattire, translated 
by John Black, Esq., p. 503. 

As to the legend of Saint Patrick's Purgatory, the follow- 
ing remarks will be found interesting, and may be added to 
those which I have introduced into my introduction to the 
translation of this drama : they are taken from Mr. Wright's 
Essay on Saint Patrick's Purgatory, p. 134. (London, 
1844.) 
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" The mode in which this leffend was made pnblic is thus 
told in the Latin narratiye. Gervase (the founder and first 
abbot of Louth, in Lincohishire) sent his monk Gilbert to the 
king, then in Ireland, to obtain a grant to build a monastery 
there. Gilbert^ on his arrival, complained to the king, 
Heniy II., that he did not understand the language of the 
country. The king said to him, ' I will give you an excel' 
lent interpreter' (optimum interpretem tibi commendabo), 
and sent him the knight Owain, who remained with him 
during the time he was occupied in building the monastery, 
and repeated to him frequently the story of his adventures 
in puxgatory. Gilbert and his companions subsequently 
returned to England, and there he repeated the story, and 
some one said he thought it was all a dream, to which 
Gilbert answered, ' That there were some who believed that 
those who entered the purgatory fell into a trance, and saw 
the vision in the spirit, but that the knight had denied this, 
and declared that the whole was seen and felt really in the 
body.' Both Gilbert, from whom Henry of Saltrey received 
the story, and the bishop of the diocese, assured him that 
many perished in this purgatory, and were never heard of 
afterwards. 

" It is clear from the allusion to it in Gaesarius of Heister- 
bach, th^ already, at the beginning of the thirteenth century, 
St. Patrick's purgatory had become &mous throughout 
Europe. ' If any one doubt of purgatory,' says this writer, 
' let nim go to Scotland [t. e, Irebmd, to which this name 
was anciently given] and enter the purgatory of St. Patrick, 
and his doubts will be expelled.' This recommendation was 
frequently acted upon in that and particularly in the follow- 
ing century, when pilgrims from all parts of Europe, some of 
them men of rank and wealth, repaired thither. On the 
patent rolls in the Tower of London, under the year 1358, 
we have an instance of testimonials given by the king 
(Edward III.) on the same day, to two distinguished fo- 
reigners, one a noble Hungarian, the other a Lombard, 
Nicholas de Beccariis, of their having faithfully performed 
this pilgrimage. And still later, in 1397, we find King 
Bichard II. granting a safe-conduct to visit the same place 
to Baymond, viscount of Perilhos, Knight of Rhodes, and 
chamberlain of the king of France, with twenty men and 
thirty horses. Kaymond de Perilhos, on his return to his 
native country, wrote a narrative of what he had seen, in 
the dialect of the Limousin (Lemosina lingua), of which a 
Latin version was printed by O'Sullevan in his ' Historia 
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CathoUca Ibenus.'* Hie Yiwoniit most baye lud some 
poUticml object in pnbliBhing thie tract, which is a mere 
oompilation from the story of Heniy of Saltrej, and begins 
like that with an aooonnt of the origin of the purgatory. 
He represents himself as having been first a minister of 
Charlee Y. of France, and subsequently the intimate Mend 
of John I. of Arragon, after whose death (in 1395) he was 
seised with the desire of knowiiu^ how he was treated in the 
other world, and determined, like a new ^neas, to go into 
Patrick's purgatory in search of him. He saw precisely the 
same sights as the knight Owain, but [as in CSsdderon] only 
twelve men came to him in the hall, instead of fifteen ; and in 
the fourth field of punishments he saw King John of Arra- 
gon and many others of his own friends and relations." 

Mr. Wright adds in a note, that O'Sullevan erroneously 
places the date of this visit in 1328. " Every historical allu- 
sion contained in it points out the date of Bichard II.'s 
safe-conduct. At Duolin the viscount is introduced to the 
viceroy, Bichard earl of March, who was of course Richard 
Plantagenet." 

The allusion to the &ble of a bird with a human counte- 
nance, in a note at page 283 of the text, refers to the fol- 
lowing passage in the vrritings of Fuller : — '' I ha-se read of 
a bird which hath a face like, and yet will prey upon, a 
man ; who coming to the water to drink, and fin(Ung there, 
by reflection, that he had killed one like himself pineth 
away by degrees, and never afterwards enjoyeth itself.'' — 
FuUer'9 Worthies. 

* A very excellent edition of this once rare historical work, edited 
hf tiie Rev. Matthew Kelly, of Maynooth, was published in Dablin 
in 1860. The original work was first printed at Lisbon in l6si.— T&. 
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THE SCARF AND THE FLOWER. 

This comedy was represented immediatelj after Lent in 
the year 1632. The act of swearing homage to Don Bal- 
thasar Carlos, as prince of Asturias, was celebrated on the 
7th of March of that year, in the convent of San Jeronimo at 
Madrid. The elaborate description of this ceremony intro- 
duced into the first act, would be only appropriate during the 
continuance of the interest which it excited. 



To the beautiful description of the morning (Act L sc. 1, 
p. 266) may be applied the following remarks of a recent 
writer. 

" One great characteristic of Galderon is the profuseness 
of his imagery — here he reminds us more of Orid than of 
any other poet ; there is tbe same careless profusion, but 
with even more grace of manner — for Calderon's language is 
the very perfection of Spanish, and in no other's hands does 
it approach his excellence, combining as he does nearly all 
the richness of the Italian with the strength of the Latin. 
He abounds with beautiful and often original similes ; but 
that in which he most excels is clothing commoner images in 
newer and lovelier forms. Here his words, indeed, like 
Nestor's, flow sweeter than honey ; and some of his lines 
have often seemed to us to give the ear and mind alike a full 
sense of completeness and satisfaction." — Westmmster Heview, 
vol. liv. p. 293. 

The reader can scarcely &il to have been struck by the 
characteristic description which Calderon has given of the 
horsemanship of Philip lY. (Act I. sc. 1, p. 277). Exagge- 
rated and extravagant as this picture in some respects 
imdoubtedly is, it is still vivid and striking to a very high 
degree, and shows how exuberant the &ncy of Calderon 
must have been, when, upon a subject which seems to have 
been a &vourite one with him, — that of cavaliers, 

** Who feel their fieiy horses 
Like proud seas under them," 

so much new colouring and character can be added to those 
delineations which he has already given us in The Phy- 
nciom of hia own Honowr and The Oonstcmt Prince. The 
present description, in the circumstances on which it is 
TOL. II. 2 D 
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founded, and in oocaaional reaemblaoces of treatment, brings 
forcibly to mind the celebrated paasage in the fifth act of 
King Richard tfu Second, descriptive of Bolingbroke's entry 
into London. There is a calm and perfect beauty in the few 
clear touches of the great English master's pencil which is 
nearly lost in the diff^ gaudiuess (if I may use the expres- 
sion) of the Spaniard's. In this latter respect it more nearly 
resembles the account which Perithous gives of Arcite in the 
last act of The Two Noble Kinsmen, Indeed there are some 
curious resemblances between the two, which however must 
be accidental, as The Two Noble Kinsmen, though first printed 
in 1634, two years after The Scarf and the Flower was pub- 
licly acted in Madrid, must have been written at least 
twenty years previously; Shiikspeare, to whom a portion 
of it was attributed on the original title-page, having died 
in 1616, and Fletcher in 1625. 

It may not be without interest to place in juxtaposition 
three cognate pictures by such unriv&Ued artists as Shake- 
peare, Fletcher, and Calderon. Three descriptive passages 
more characteristic of the peculiar manner of these great 
masters cannot easily be met with. The reader has had 
already the description of Calderon, the following are those 
of Shakspeare and Fletcher. 

" Then as I said, the duke, great Bolingbroke, 
Mounted upon a hot and fiery steed, 
Which his aspiring rider seemed to know, — 
With slow, but stately pace, kept on his course. 
While all tongues cried — God save thee, Bolingbroke ! 
Tou would have thought the very windows spt^e. 
So many greedy looks of young and old 
Through casements darted their desiring eyes 
Upon his visage ; and that all the walls, 
With painted imag'ry, had said at once, — 
Jesu preserve thee ! welcome Bolingbroke ! 
Whilst he, from one side to the other turning. 
Bareheaded, lower than his proud steed's neck, 
Bespake them thus, — I thank you, countrymen : 
And thus still doing, thus he passed along." 

King Richard II. Act Y. sc. 2. 



'* List then ! your cousin, 
Mounted upon a steed that Emily 
Did first bestow on him, a black one, owing 



NOTES. 403 

Kot a hair-worth of white, whioh some will aaj 

Weakens his price, and many will not buy 

His goodness with this note ; which superstition 

Here finds allowance : on this horse is Arcite, 

Trottinff the stones of Athens, which the calkins* 

Did ral£er tell than trample ; for the horse 

Would make his length a mile, if *t pleased his rider 

To put pride in him : as thus he went counting 

The flinty pavement, dancing as 'twere to the music 

His own hoofs made (for as they say, firom iron 

Came music's origin), what envious flint. 

Cold as old Saturn, and like him possessed 

With fire malevolent, darted a spark. 

Or what fierce sulphur else, to this end made, 

I comment not ; tne hot horse, hot as fire. 

Took toy at this, and fell to what disorder 

His power could give his will, bounds, comes on end, 

Forgets school-doing, being therein train'd. 

And of kind manage ; pig-uke he whines 

At the sharp rowel, which he frets at rather 

Than any jot obeys ; seeks all foul means 

Of boisterous and rough jadery, to disseat 

His lord, that kept it bravely : when noaght serv'd. 

When neither curb would crack, girth break, nor dif- 

rring plunges 
Disroot his rider whence he grew, but that 
He kept him 'tween his legs, on his hind hooi^ 
On end he stands, 

That Arcite's legs being higher than his head. 
Seemed with strange art to hang : his victor's wreath 
Even then fell off his head ; and presently 
Backward the jade comes o'er, and his full poise 
Becomes the rider's load." 

The TwoNoUe Kiiumenf Act Y. sc. 4. 



" The chase 
Lively portraiture of warfare." — p. 279. 

Scott's description of the chase as being 

" A noble mimicry of war," 

singularly resembles the idea in Calderon's lines — 

" — la caza 
Yiva imagen de la guerra.' 

* Calkinst hoofe. 
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Grteo it the eolmnr CSod doth flmg 
First on the naked world, Ae.**— p. 297. 



if a Tery dutfnung spedmen of those graoefiil eoB- 
of wit, poetry, and fiuicj, so frequent in Gsldaon. 
Black eyes Mid bine, seas and skies, waves and fields, and 
other harmonies and contrasts of nature, have oftoi heea 
described and oompared with more or less felicity by poets 
and natoialists ; bat neither in Bemardin de Samt-PieiTe, 
nor Tliomas Moore, the two most brilliant masters of the 
simile that I can call to mind, do I recollect any ompa- 
rison more fimcifiil without beinff OTeratrained, than the 
original of the passage of which Uie above lines are a por- 
tion: — 

" Let an illnstration answer."— p. 304. 

" lliere are in this, as in most of the dramas of Calderon 
belonging to the same elaas, great freshness and life, and a 
tone troty Gutilian, conrtly, and graceftil. T^iaiHl^ who 
loves Enrico, the hero, and gave him the flower, finds him 
wearing her rival's scar^ and from this and other circumstan- 
ces, naturally accuses him of being devoted to that rival ; an 
accusation whidi he denies, and exphdns the delusive ap- 
pearance, on the ground that he approached one lady as the 
only way to reach the other. The dialogue in which he 
defends himself is ex6emely characteristic of the gaUant 
B^le of the Spanish drama, espedally in that ingenious 
turn and repetition of the same idea in different figures of 
speech which grows more and more cond^ised as it ap- 
proaches its conclusion." — Tidcnor's HUtory of Spamsk Lkt- 
raitwrt, voL ii. p. 357. 

There is a charm connected with this drama, and with 
many others of a similar kind, which, like that of Spanish 
life itself seems particularly grateful to us, frxim the contrast 
which our northern dimate renders necessary ; namely, that 
so mudi of the action of both is spent in the open air. We 
are always in the presence of Nature, amid the flowers and 
the sparkling sunshine, as in the " Mornings of April and 
May ;" or b^de the cool margin of some murmuring foun- 
tain, in the freshness of a summer's evening, as in many 
scenes of this drama. This may account for the perpetuid 
reference to the external appearance of natural objects, 
which, to persons acutely sensible of the beauty and wonder 
so lavishly scattered about us in this world, forms not the 
least attractive features of Calderon's writings. It also may 
render the poetical illustrations, so frequently indulged in by 
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the characters of hia dramas, more natural and more likely 
to have been spontaneonslY sugsested by surrounding 
objects, than would be possible in uie more artificial life of 
people who are less exposed to those influences. Oriental 
poetry, for the same reason, is even still more distinguished 
by this peculiarity, as indeed is all thd poetry of primitive 
peoples. If the modern poetry of hardier and more northern 
races deals more successfully with the workings of the heart, 
and is fonder of dwelling rather under the sur&oe of life than 
upon it, it may arise from the opposite reason, when in our 
colder regions we are shut out as it were from the more 
beautiful phenomena of nature, like the Laplanders in their 
wintry caves. There are vigour and hardiness, no doubt, to 
compensate for the absence of more luxurious and more 
effeminate beauty ; but the difference is very striking, and 
must be influenced, if not wholly occasioned, by the causes 
to which I have referred. 



" The Scarf and the Flower " was imitated in French by 
Lambert, in 1658, under the title of Lea Sosws JaUmtea, <m 
VEcharpe et le Bracelet. It has also been admirably translated 
into (merman by Augustus William Schlegel. — See ** Die 
Scharpe und die Blume" — Spcmiacfus Theater, vol. i. 
p. 155. 
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OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 

« One of the most hopeful and charming yolumes that has crossed 
our path for years." — Dublin Review. 

" Bat our only post now living is McCarthy, and we regret that he 
has squandered so mnch of Us fine genius on translation, whilst pos- 
sessing powers capable of producing poems so charming as tus * The 
Bell-Founder' and ' The Voyage of St. Brendan,' or papers so exqui- 
site as ' April. Fancies,* printed in a recent number of the Dublin 
Univeriity Mtigtusine." — Irigh Quarterly Review, 

"Mr. M'Carthy has many of the highest gifts of the poet :— he pos- 
sesses taste of no mean order, feeling for the beautiitil in nature, and 
sympathy with the tender passions. Some translations, from the 
Spanish in particular, as well as from the Italian and French, show 
aLso his scholarly acquirements, and the grace with which he can 
mould poetic exotics into our own language. But though we have 
said that Mr. M'Carthy is a national poet, it does not follow that his 
poems consist of nothing but Irish traditions. Even in his first poem 
the scene is almost entirely in Italy, and is imbued with all the inspi- 
ration of the south. The ' Legend of the Bells of Limerick* is beauti- 
fully conceived and ably executed. ' The Foray of Con O'Donnell' is 
a contrast to this, being a tale of the wUd, busy times of our Irish 
chieftains ', but * The Voyage of St. Brendaji' will, in our opinion, do 
most to establish the fkme of our author." — BenUey^e Miscellany, 

** The p^ading characteristics of Mr. McCarthy's muse are a vivid 
fancy — an imagination rich and warm — an intense perception of the 
beautiful, especially in natural objects — great descriptive powers— and 
a peculiar felicity in the use of striking and picturesque similes 
and illustrations, with a vocabulary ornate, classical, and harmonious. 
, . It is, however, in his strictly lyri- 
cal compositions that the genius of Mr. M'Carthy takes its highest 
flight, and in them we think he is yet sure to find his highest fame. 
Into these he throws his whole soul, his affections, his passions, his 
tastes, his feelings. Ids loves, his aversions. Truth, sincerity, and 
genuine unaffected sentiment pervade tibiem and shine out in every 
line. He feels the dignity of the bard— the great mission of poetry, 
and that feeling iiuspires and elevates h^." — Dublin University 
Magazine. 

** It is with real pleasure that we recognise in Mr. McCarthy's pages 
what we conceive to be the track of the true poetic mind." — Atherueum, 
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*' Tlie true alBatiu of the poet — a deeper inner sentiment, qrmpa- 
thiziDy with all that la beaotifd] in nature and great and good in man, 
lovable on earth and adorable in heaven— brrathes through many of 
tbeae effosiona of Mr. M*Carthy*8 mnse, and marks him for a true 
voCarj of the art of song.** — John BuU. 

" The aotfaor has the spirit of poetry in him, and remarkably tiie 
musical aepreuion which appears to characterize the Irish. His verses 
are melody itself.'*— Cri/tc. 

'* Mr. M'Carthy exhibits poetical talent of no ordinary excellence, 
and many passages in these poems would stand a comparison wi£h 
the best productions of modem poets." — Sun. 

** We gladly turn to that portion of the volume in which Mr. 
M'Carthy treads the common natural ground of poetry, as a worthy 
compeer of the best spirits of the age." — Eliza Cook* 9 Journal. 

** A volume of poems that would do credit to any age, and bear 
comparison witii the writers of any period." — BeWa Messenger. 

** The lovers of genuine poetry will be much pleased with the criti- 
cal article on McCarthy's poems, giving copious extracts from them, 
which, in our opinion, give him the title of the first of Ireland's modan 
lyrists."— £e/r L%fe in London, 

** There is good stuff and poetry, too, in this volume, which often 
breathes a hi^h and heroic spirit, deals congenially wit^ legendary 
lore, and tries, we think, as many kinds of versification (some of 
them new to us) as we have met with in a collection of bante."— 
Literary Oazette. 

" Mr. M'Carthy has much of the right stuff of a poet in him. His lan- 
guage is easy, his fancy refined, his command of rhythm considerable, 
his conceptions graceful. To these qualifications he adds an intense 
nationality (with which, as the very ^/ona et origo* of lyrical poetry, 
we have no disposition to quarrel), an apparent intimacy with modem 
and ancient literature, and a happy taste. No wonder, then, tiiat he 

has produced a very pleasing book of genuine poetry 

Our best obligations are due to Mr. M'Carthy for his beautiful English 
rendering of the ' Idylls * of Andr^ Chduier, which would be enough 
to make us prize the volume highly." — Weekly Chronicle. 

" Mr. M'Carthy seizes with the abandon of a true poet the graceful 
forms and glimmering delusions of his country's romantic and legen- 
duy history, and embalms them in his sweet and imperishable verse. 
We say imperishable, for we think a really national poet has arisen 
for the Green Isle and its beautiful and chequered memories. The 
volume exhibits great compass, variety and richness of expression, 
an exquisite sense of natural beauty, and a passionate overflow of 
national feelings. We have not met with any work for many a year 
which has so thoroughly mastered and delighted us." — Glasgow 
Citizen. 

** Marked by very considerable talent, and bear undoubted traits 
of genuine inspiration. The translations from the French, Italian, 
Spuiish, and German are all cleverly executed." — Edinburgh Adver, 

" Perhaps some of his poems are too gorgeous, and if 'Alice and 
Una ' have any fault, it is that it dazzles with the rich intensity of its 
splendour, like some portions of < Lallah Rookh' or the 'AraUan 
Mights.' The ballads of M'Carthy possess a grace, delicacy, soft 
voluptuous beauty, whch none other possess, and of which, save 
MooRB, none other poet is capable."— ^ew York People. 
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" The foUawing most beautiful poem (' Advance ! ') is taken from 
a volume recently published by a young Irishman named Dknis 
FxoRSNCB M*CAaTHT— a writer who, to the proverUally rich fancy 
of his countrjrmen, adds all that scholastic learning which circum- 
stances have placed so abundantly within their reach. A cotem- 
porary says — Mr. * M*Carthy may be ranked foremost among the great 
poets of whom his country has been so productive in all ages of her 
liistoxy.'— Pa. Enq.**—Pitt$burgh Evening Chromde. 

*' There are exquisite and abounding beauties in this collection^ 
'beauties* too, of ttiat order which are stamped with the unequivocal 
parentage of genius.*'-^ Tf'arder. 

«« Our poet has drawn his inspiration flrom the scenery, the history, 
and the wild and gorgeous legends of his native land. He has sought 
her streams from their homes in the mountains, and bathed his feet 
in the laughing rills that leap in gladness through the wild dells and 
dew -dropping solitudes of his native hills, and his poetry partakes of 
the freshness, sublimity, and beauty deducible flrom such inspiration, 
- derived from such sources, and operating on a genius of the highest 
order, cultivated by acquaintance with the noblest works of classic 
composition." — Freeman*t Journal. 

** That marvellous and beautifcd poem, ' The Bell-Founder,* so fan- 
ciftd in idea, so luxuriant in imagery, so eloquent in expression, and 
so musical in its most difficult rhythm. We rejoice with an exceed- 
ing great joy that we possess a bard who can sustain upon his native 
harp a strain so full of melody and power." — Evening Packet. 

** 'The Bell- Founder,' we are sure, will be the most generally liked 
among these poems ; but our own favourite is ' The Voyage of St. 
Brendan.' The legend upon which this is founded, of the discovery 
of America in the sixth century by St. Brendan, is well known. Mr. 
M'Carthy has taken his materials from the 'Aurea Legenda' of 
Jacobus de Voragine, and from them has produced what appears to 
us the stateliest and completest poem of the entire. We remember 
no literary volume to have issued from the press which so well de- 
serves to become a familiar one in Irish hearts and homesteads." — 
Tablet. 

** From a survey of the beautiftil coUection of poems before us, it is 
evident that there is no form of verse which Mr. M'Carthy cannot 
master. Gifted with great natural mental powers, increased by high 
cultivation, and a familiarity with all the literatures of Europe, he 
unites in himself the poet, the savant, and the critio— a combination 
rarely to be met with." — Nation. 

" Mr. M'Carthy's genius, like Shelley's, is metaphysical, not roman- 
tic, dealhig with the essence rather than the external of things. It is 
essentially lyrical. The sense of harmony and the sense of beauty 
have been given to him in a greater degree than to any Irish poet, 
except Moore alone, and his mission is to sing." — Nation {from a 
subsequent notice). 
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